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Continuing from Book One 

The truth of what enables a Fayzhon's sentiency has been discovered. But 
before Xayken, the Z'Don of Wor Senya can make a decision about what to 
do, he loses it in a tremendous earthquake that throws the land into catalysm. 
He loses his mind in shock and reverts to the state of zhon. The book is 
stolen by a white lordling who intends to give the secrets to the Red Queen. 
Informed of its secrets, and planning to retake all the hives, she elicits the 
help of Deymayn. Deymayn is a genius just as Diawyn, Darttrium and 
Dorayn are, having been treated by Xiimen in an illegal experiment that 
brought out their sentiency. Knowing this, Deymayn kidnaps the healer 
Yishi Dorayn, hoping to use her as a pawn in his ambitions. 

Meanwhile, in the water, Anagin the Chief Biology and Prince of 
Diamond Clan makes a startling discovery about seiki trees. They are dying, 
and with it, the bark which they chew, the hitsu, so vital to their diet, would 
be gone. But he is placed under house arrest by his father, Kind Yashi, who 
wants him to lead a war to destroy the Hard-Circle and Six-Star clans. So it is 
up to Eisha, echoate to emistei Anagin to lead an expedition of the lands, to 
find a way to farm the seiki trees. Into this murky world of politics comes 
Honki, an idealistic healer, who is looking for his long lost love, Yunaha. He 
gets captured and escapes with what he thinks is a bandits, the clanless keikai 
of the Northern Seas. But it turns out that that is a squad of soldiers, tasked 
with royal mission to find seiki trees on the land. They venture inland, and 
end up exhausted, cold and dying of thirst on a hill, to be rescued by by 
Dorayn. 
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Chapter 16. The Meetings of Minds 



Lord and Lordling 

Runedinn flew in through the western arched entrance into the Great Dining 
Chamber. The White Lord hovered, back-winged and landed at the porch. 
Despite his tiredness, his landing was perfect. He looked around and saw that 
the huge chamber was rather empty. It was already the Sechen of WildDance 
and most hivers would have their night meal earlier. 

The upper windows let in the dim moonlight. The three chandeliers on 
the domed high ceiling managed to harness the dim moon glow and lit much 
of the entire chamber. Where moonlight could not reach, candlelights 
complement, creating many sharp shadows that moved with the flames. 

A section of SunDancers had also landed at the porch. They were his 
guards for the day. Only two SunDancers were standing next to Runedinn. 
The rest of the sections were at key guarding points around the chamber. 

As Runedinn walked to the main table, the diners rose and kowed to the 
White Lord. Even though he is tired, he would never let it show in public. 
They need me to be strong. Runedinn, put on a smile and returned their 
greetings. His forced smile and the studied amiability had almost became a 
habit, but this poise became harder and harder to maintain. Reports of bad 
news and troubles had plagued Capeborn since the quake. Even the discovery 
of the ookiis by Dorayn was threatening to become a major incident. 

Runedinn could have chosen to eat in his private chamber. However 
hivers needed to see the Z'Don in public. The White Lord sat at one of the 
large song tables. The table had not a single ornamental carving. Its beauty 
came from its subtle grain pattern. Under the yellow moving flames of the 
candle lights, giving the table an impression of sombreness, matching the 
White Lord's mood. 

A Di-Kongre kowed and brought the night meal to him. Runedinn 
returned a greeting and quietly consumed his meal. 

A huge political storm is brewing. After hatches as a politician, 
Runedinn could detect one coming soon. He had attempted to keep the news 
about the sentient ookiis as low profile as possible. However it was spreading 
like wild fire. He and the Blue Lord had visited the ookiis. He immediately 
saw the danger and for once agree with Deymayn that only authorized hivers 
were allowed to visit Dorayn and the ookiies. Still several hivers had been 
caught trying to slip behind the guards to peek at the ookiis. Runedinn left 
them to be dealt with by Deymayn. 
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Despite Runedinn's best effort, many Whitelings were following 
Dartrim's call to have Dorayn killed. They called her an abomination, an 
incarnate of the Temptress who stray hivers from the Path of Innocence. 
They blamed her for destabilizing their belief structure. Sechens of 
discussion with his aides had finally yielded a solution to the present 
situation from turning into a full-blown crisis. 

"Great White Lord, can I sit with you? " 

Runedinn looked up from his food and almost let out an audible groan. 
Dartrim. Before he could reply, the Sargoth White Lordling sat opposite him. 

"She is bringing down our system of beliefs. We all know that ookiis are 
just animals, as stupid as the Balwinhi, and nothing more. Now, she has 
managed to cause such truth to be doubted. What will be next? She must be 
publicly executed for sowing such a belief among the White Pathfinders! " 

To a certain extent, Runedinn admired Dartrim. No one could fault his 
enthusiasm and perseverance. Since he came to Capeborn, he had been 
harping about the execution of Dorayn. Too bad his perseverance is 
misdirected. 

"No. I will not call for her execution. She has done nothing but helped 
the ookiis. Does that condemn her to death? She is not bringing down our 
beliefs, instead she has brought us proof that we are indeed created instead of 
evolved from animals as argued by the TruthSeekers," said the White Lord. 
"That will strengthen our cause. More hivers will become Whites and fly 
closer to the Path of Innocence because of her discovery." 

Dartrim ruffled his throat sac in perplexity. 

Runedinn continued, "Can two species evolve sentience on Dalu? By 
the principle of evolution, that cannot be the case. There are insufficient 
resources on Dalu for that to happen! That's what the TruthSeekers believe. 
But now with the discovery of another sentient race, their principle is 
obviously wrong. Then ours must be correct! We are indeed created by 
Triad and Trillium! " 

Dartrim was stunned for a while. Clearly, that notion had not struck him 
before. This could only undermine, not buttress, his calls to execute Dorayn. 
I have spent so much effort capturing and bringing her to Capeborn. Now I 
am barred from disturbing Dorayn and Deymayn. Actually, what irked him 
most was not Dorayn, but Deymayn who was now the Red Lord of 
Capeborn. Dartrim had protested many times about releasing Dorayn to the 
care of Deymayn but to no avail. The White Lordling thought it was a 
Trillium sent opportunity when the news of the sentient ookiis broke out. 
That gave him another chance to pull down Dorayn. If he managed to 
achieve that, Deymayn, her fellow hatchling would also be affected. Doesn't 
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Runedinn realize that none of this would have happened if Deymayn had not 
let Dorayn go? 

Runedinn continued, ignoring Dartrim's stubbornness. "She has 
unwittedly done us a great service. We should not harbour ill-will towards 
her." 

"Maybe I was wrong about her," Dartrim conceded and gracefully 
bowed out of the discussion and left the dining chamber. What's the use of 
telling him? He had to find someone who would listen to him. Deslin. Deslin 
had always been the only Whiteling who listened to him. Yes, I will find 
Deslin. I always find my answer when I am with her. 



5 



Dukryn and his Idea 

The sun struggled feebly with the mist to impart a little warmth here and 
shed a little light there, but clearly today was going to be just another long 
haul across the sky. 

It was gloomy and cold in Sky Port but Dukryn and Conare were elated. 
In fact, they had not even looked at the sky at all for many days. The two 
keshuekas were working hard in their research on the bybeyn tree and after 
many days of work, they finally had a breakthrough. No concrete results 
were forthcoming, but the idea was right. 

"Try three reds, three greens and the rest yellows," said Dukryn. 

Conare flexed his throat sac and flipped the cards to show the new 
combination. The cards, ten of them in all, were hung on a wooden central 
structure. 

Immediately, ten leaves on one of the top branches of the young bybeyn 
tree changed colours. The leaves showed a coloured pattern mirroring the ten 
cards. It was another of Dukryn's wild idea. After seeing many of his 
unconventional ideas worked, Dukryn had decided to try out another. He had 
been thinking of the pin-holes around the bybeyn's trunk and also the 
changing colours of the bybeyn's leaves. It reminded him of hivers 
communicating their emotions using their throat sacs. That prompted him to 
make his own 'tree'. 

"The bybeyn can recognize signals. So they could see our cards and 
changed their foliage colours at will. But is that just a physiological reflex of 
the bybeyn? " Conare asked. 

Dukryn bloated his throat sac, "But no hivers have observed this before. 
If it was reflex, then some hivers would have observed in the past. It must be 
the card system. It imitates the leaves structures. I'm sure that's the case." He 
wanted to share this breakthrough with others. Dukryn very much wished his 
master Xiimen would be here to share his discovery and joy. And Dorayn 
too. 

He had been thinking of Dorayn more and more often, almost to the 
point where she would intrude into every moment of free time that he had. 

They had been trying to communicate with the young Bybeyn tree 
housed in the glass shelter for more than two zholds. They had flipped the 
cards in front of the bybeyn tree but they could not detect any difference in 
its foliage colours. The tree seemed impervious to the cards and their 
existence. However, they knew that to be scientifically rigorous, they 
systematically checked and recorded every leaves before and after they 
flipped the card system. After a zhold of data collection and another zhold of 
pouring through the data, they finally found a pattern. One of the top most 
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branches of the bybeyn tree, which happened to have ten leaves, showed an 
exact pattern as their cards. Other than the ten leaves on the top branch, they 
had not discovered any formation of repetitive patterns in the other levels of 
branches. But that was good enough. That was the very thing that they 
wanted to find. Ten leaves mirroring ten cards. 

"It's time to take a break," said Conare as he walked towards Dukryn. 
Dukryn bloated in agreement. As they were coming out of the shelter, they 
saw Yogujong flying towards them. 

"Why are you here? " asked Conare. He was concerned about 
Yogujong's health. Dukryn too voiced his concern. 

"I have to inspect the temperature gradient within the glass shelter. If all 
goes well by the end of this zhold, the glass factory can mass produce glass 
panels of varying size to house the Bybeyn from the youngest to the oldest," 
Yogujong answered. 

"That will seriously drain our resources," Dukryn commented. 

Conare bloated in agreement. "However, that will be small price to pay 
if we can prevent the complete collapse of the ecosystem. Besides the 
Bybeyn tree, there are many other plants that we need to protect. We cannot 
just leave it to the semi-sentient hivers. We have to help too or else the 
production will not be fast enough." 

Dukryn knew the situation was grim. The glass shelter was a promising 
way to save individual trees. But they needed to save a wide variety of plants 
and animals. They had to protect an entire ecosystem. 

"Perhaps we can build a glass shelter large enough to cover a whole 
valley." Dukryn voiced his thought aloud. 

It was only when he noticed that Conare and Yogujong were looking at 
him that he realized they were taking him seriously. Dukryn wanted to laugh 
at his friends for being so serious. However his laughter did not have time to 
surface. 

"That might be possible," said Yogujong. 
Both Dukryn and Conare were surprised. 

"Are you sure? Dukryn is talking of covering an entire valley. The glass 
shelter will simply collapse on its own weight." 

"Do not be so sure. When have you become a Go-K'Chense? We have 
to consult a few architects. They will give us a more concrete idea. Only they 
are in a position to tell us whether Dukryn's plan is feasible." Yogujong said. 

And that was how the audacious plan became known as Dukryn's Plan. 
Even thought it was eventually carried out by Yogujong, Conare, and all the 
architects in S'Hai station. 
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Yishi and Wor Capeborn 

The distant stars wheeled quietly, unseen by the clouds but not unscared. 
Chill wind blew but at least no snow fell. Dorayn spent her entire night 
worrying but she finally fell asleep next to one of the bulky Ookiis. At first, 
her dream was almost devoid of meaning and narrative. Only flashes of 
images, sounds and emotions fleeting in and out, creating a sense of events 
by purely abstract terms. But gradually her dream coalesced into a cluster of 
moving images and slippery shifts of moods. She dreamt of the metal prod 
and the fallen worker. The scene repeated again and again. Her dread 
increased with each repetition. After a while, she became dimly aware that 
she was in a nightmare. But whenever she attempted to rouse herself, a new 
nightmare replaced it. Dying Ookiis. Snow. Dying trees. Snow. Dying hivers. 
Snow. She had awaken but the feeling of unease still lingered in her. 

Even before Dorayn contemplated about consuming her morning meal, 
she had to check on her patients. First the Di-Kongre, then the Ookiis. 
Dorayn checked on the injured worker. He was breathing normally, and his 
throat sac was greener. Dorayn bloated her throat sac with relief. 

However Dorayn's mood shifted quickly to sadness when she checked 
on the Ookiis. One of them had died. It was the one with round shell. No 
pulse. I have done what I could. Dorayn tried to console herself. Dorayn 
steeled herself as she knew she needed to take care of the remaining three 
Ookiis. The three Ookiis did not show any sign of waking up, but at least 
their pulses were stable. That was the only indication whether their 
conditions had improved or worsened. 

Dorayn went out of the cell and looked for workers. "Workers! Please 
carry the dead Ookii to an adjacent cell." The workers came to her but did 
not enter the cell. Dorayn thought that they did not understand her 
instructions and repeated herself again. But the workers deflated their throat 
sacs and started to whimper. They were reluctant to enter the cell. Dorayn 
puzzled for a moment before she remembered that they had seen one of their 
fellow workers collapsing at the entrance of her cell. 

Poor workers. They must be fearing for their lives. Dorayn tried to 
soothe them by pointing at the injured worker resting in her cell. "He's still 
alive," she clarified, although she was not sure whether they would 
understand her. The workers peeped in and saw the greenish throat sac of 
their fallen companion. The workers finally stopped their whimpering and 
calmed down. Dorayn again repeated her instructions and this time, they did 
as she ordered. 

How does the Ookii treated their dead? But she decided that she had to 
dissect it. I must know more about their anatomy. It would increase her 
chance of saving the other three Ookiis. Systematically she catalogued all 
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their organs together with a drawing of them. Some organs were very similar 
to the hi vers. Brain, heart, liver and kidney. However she found a few special 
organs that the hivers did not have. Dorayn could not even hypothesize what 
were the functions of these organs. 

By noon, Dorayn completed the autopsy and was washing up when 
Deymayn appeared. 

"How's the worker? " Deymayn asked. 

Dorayn knew he was referring to the semi-sentient worker who was 
shocked by the prod. "He is well but has not awakened yet." 

"A tough worker," said Deymayn. 

I suppose that's the closest to an apology from him. Dorayn thought. 

The Red Lord flexed his throat sac before he changed the subject. "One 
of the Ookiis has died. You must make sure the other three will recover." 

Deymayn needed them alive. From the metal prod, he deduced that their 
metal technology must be more advanced than that of the hivers. He knew 
their own metal technology was stifled because of historical reasons. The 
massive destructions that followed from the invention of steel blades had 
caused hivers to shun metal technology. If not, we might have also invented 
the metal rod as well. But since history could not be changed, he had to find 
out how the Ookiis made the prod. That required communication. They 
needed to talk to the Ookiis. 

"After they are well, you will talk to them. Ask them how to make the 
prod. I know that you do not want to help me. If you don't help me, I shall 
torture one worker a day using the prod, until you do," Deymayn threatened. 

"You wouldn't dare," Dorayn bloated in defiance. 

"Try me. You should know me very well. I will stop at nothing to 
achieve my aims. To me, torturing semi-sentient workers is no big deal. I'm 
the Red Lord here. No hiver would dare to protest. But I know you will feel 
their pain. So you had better be cooperative." Deymayn growled with barely 
suppressed anger. Deymayn knew that of all the hivers in Wor Capeborn, 
only he and Dorayn stood a chance to decipher the Ookii language. But he 
had too many things to do. The LandShakers still needed training. A hive to 
run. He had to weed out potential opponents and to win more allies in 
Capeborn. That would leave only Dorayn to establish communication with 
the Ookiis. He had to have the prod. 

Deymayn did not wait for Dorayn' s reply. He knew she would yield "I 
will ask Deslin to assist you. Inform me when they wake up," Deymayn 
instructed and left the cell. 
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Dorayn was stunned that her fellow hatchling would threaten her in this 
manner. She knew Deymayn meant everything he had said. He would carry 
out his threat. I have no choice. Dorayn told herself, hoping that she would 
not despair again. 

Deslin. Finally I'll get to meet my kidnapper. 
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Deslin and Capeborn 

Deslin knew she was in a situation. Deymayn had specifically asked her to 
assist Dorayn. She was also to be her guard but she must not harm Dorayn 
without the approval of Deymayn. The Red Wind Lordling also would be his 
observer. She was to make sure that Dorayn put in her best effort in saving 
the Ookiis and also communicate with the Ookiis. 

At least it will be more interesting than listening to Dartrim's grumbles. 
The Red Wind Lordling had been with him most of the time ever since they 
came to Capeborn. Keeping Dartrim on a tight rein was necessary but it was 
a chore. Before being entrust with this new task, she had not idling. She had 
been laying foundation and network within the White Pathfinders 
community. She had worked hard to increase the standing of Dartrim within 
the White Pathfinders. And not even a thanks from that imbecile. He still 
thinks that it is his charisma that make the whitelings willing to follow him. 
Deslin heaved a sigh. She had been playing this game ever since she joined 
the Red Pathfinders. Always an agent. When will I ever be in the limelight? 
She knew that as the Red Wind Lordling, she could assist Deymayn in co- 
ruling the hive. But the Red Lord did not want her to reveal her cover. Only 
Deymayn and a few high-ranking Red Pathfinders knew about her true 
identity. When will I be an empress of a hive? 

The false dawn lit the eastern sky. Deslin heard the distant bells rang. 
It's the Sechen of DawnRain. As an ordinary whiteling, her quarters was far 
from the hive centre. For the past zholds, she lived in a small cell in one of 
the blocks close to the eastern hive wall. Dorayn's cell was near the centre of 
the hive. Deslin needed to fly a distance to reach it. 

It was still early but Deslin flew fast. The air was chilly and Deslin did 
not know whether would it snow again. She angled her wings to gain altitude 
so that she did not have to bother about navigating through the linkways 
between blocks and vines and branches from the trees below. Many hivers 
were flying at the same altitude too. No matter what time of the day, some 
hivers would be around, doing their duties and performing their tasks. 

It took her close to three fens to reach Dorayn's block. Deslin had to 
show the LandShakers the permission slip given by Deymayn the night 
earlier before she was allowed to enter the cell. 

"Dorayn." 
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Dorayn and Capeborn 

The prodigy turned around and saw Deslin. Her fellow hatchling, her 
cellmate in Senya and her fellow yishi. Her kidnapper, her betrayer and a 
Pathfinder. 

"Some day we'll settle our scores. Now, we'll help the Ookii. Deal? " 
Dorayn said calmly. She could of course make matters difficult for Deslin. 
But Deslin could also do likewise. In her situation, Dorayn did not think she 
has the upper hand. So I will wait. 

Deslin was a little taken aback by Dorayn's frankness and shrewdness. 
She had expected trouble and non-cooperation. The Red Wind Lordling 
paused for a while before she replied. "Deal." She did not need to anger or 
frustrate Dorayn unnecessary. It would not help in Deslin's struggle to gain 
power. 

So the two yishis had their agreement and tended the Ookiis together. 
They were polite to each other, as though they were strangers, instead of 
knowing each other for the past six hatches. Dorayn showed Deslin the 
drawings of the Ookiis' internal biological structures and they cordially, at 
least on the outside, discussed the possible treatments to be tried on the 
Ookiis. 

It was near the evening of the second day when one of the Ookiis finally 
woke up. Its eye-stalks wavered around weakly and it made some noises with 
its blowhole. From her experience as an Yishi, Dorayn knew that a creature 
would be thirsty and hungry after waking up from unconsciousness. She had 
anticipated these needs and so had earlier asked the workers to fetch more 
bybeyn bark and store them in an adjacent cell. 

The two eye-stalks roamed the surroundings and finally rested on her. 
The Ookii's whole head quickly retracted into the shell. That created a slight 
shock in Dorayn. She did not know what had prompted that reaction. 
Probably fear. The retraction of eye-stalks might be an instinctive reaction 
towards danger. I have a little more to begin with now. 

Dorayn realized that she was delaying the inevitable. She bloated her 
throat sac with courage and brought two bowls, one filled with water and the 
other with barks from the bybeyn tree, before the Ookii. "Food," Dorayn 
pronounced the word slowly. The two eye- stalks moved slightly out from the 
shell. The Ookii alternated its glance between the yishi and the bowl 
containing bybeyn 's bark. 

"Food," Dorayn repeated and shifted the bowl of bark closer to the 
Ookii. The Ookii made a series of sounds from its blow-hole. The sounds 
seemed to carry meaning. Dorayn did not even attempt to remember the 
sounds but kept on repeating the word. Finally the Ookii voiced what she 
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perceived to be its imitation of the sound 'food'. Dorayn bloated fully with 
great excitement. 

She placed the bowl just within the Ookii's reach and repeated the word 
'food' again. The Ookii finally seemed to perceive that it was not in danger 
and its head began to emerge from its shell. After a little hesitation, the Ookii 
used its webbed hands to bring the bybeyn's bark to its mouth. So they do eat 
the bybeyn's bark. Dorayn realized that she had made contact with the Ookii. 
The Ookii also had recognised her as someone that could talk, speak and act, 
just like they could. 

Deslin was in the cell all this while, but she did not make a move. At 
this moment, she was content just to observe and take the lead from Dorayn. 
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Honki and Capeborn 

"Ra, may you find your way to the land. And may your passing be swift and 
quick." Honki recited. He had made the Ceremony of Passing frequently ever 
since he escaped from the jail together with Yayaki. However this time, he 
felt the words echoed deeply into his shell. The Ceremony of Passing for the 
killed Hard-Circle keikains was done with equal passion, but not with equal 
sadness as this one. Ra. His adversary for much of the journey, his saviour 
and his true companion. Ra. We have made it. We have found hitsu. 

"It's a pity. He's a great soldier. Without him, we would not have made 
it." Doku commented as he wrapped a sheet of leather-like material around 
him. Each of them was given one by the flier. It was early morning and the 
air was still chilly. But it was nothing compared to the day where they fainted 
just outside the hive. 

"Yes, and he died like a true shikikan." Yayaki straightened her eye- 
stalks and looked at the body of Rarakara laid in front of them. She gave a 
final salute to Rarakara and walked away. 

Honki had inspected the body earlier. It showed signs of being dissected 
before. Those fliers. The flier called Dorayn had tried talking to them. 
Complete gibberish with no clicks. There were no clear stop and beginning to 
their sounds. Words blended in like a moan. Only Yayaki had some 
rudimentary success in communicating with Dorayn. Yayaki had told them 
that Dorayn, the flier who saved them, was a healer. She needed to dissect 
Rarakara in order to know more about the biology of the Ookiis. Honki 
recalled that his teacher had also dissect a dead nomad from the shisan when 
he taught him the biology of keikains. Who would think the flier has a 
healer? Actually who would think that the fliers are sentient? 

The Great Aulerka had said about joining him to battle on the Lands. 
Did the great Aulerka predicted that we would meet the fliers one day? Are 
we supposed to fight the flier? Honki felt very disturbed. Only I know the 
Verses. I have to represent the moral judgement of keikains. He had learnt 
the Great Aulerka's verses diligently, but never in his wildest dream did he 
expect to interpret them for the entire keikai. Then I must learn more about 
the fliers. That mean I must learn to speak to them. 
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Dorayn and Ookiis 

The snow had fallen patchily the night before. Some wide drifts lay across 
the path back to Dorayn 's cell, and others nestled around the foot of boulders 
and in crevices, but dry rock and exposed soil were also around. The snow 
was slowly melting under the morning sun. 

"That's all to the heavenly land, is it? Not very warm, as I thought it 
would be," said the Ookii who called himself Honki. He was crawling along 
the path towards the other Ookiis who had come out earlier. That was as far 
as Dorayn could translate. Her command of their language was rudimentary. 
Although her vocabulary had increased fairly quickly, their strange sentence 
structure still could be hard to decipher. 

They had been learning each other's language for a moon. Problems and 
difficulties had to be overcome at every step of their communication. It was 
not just a foreign language but it was an alien language. Both species had 
different speech organs. Their language was full of clicks of different pitches. 
She took a long while to realize that clicks with different pitch had different 
meaning. Even then, she still found it hard to discern those words that 
differed in pitch alone. 

Dorayn had to simplify the hiver's language to an extent where the 
Ookii could understand. It was liking talking to the semi-sentient workers. 
Dorayn believed that the Ookii had also simplified their language to ease her 
learning. Dorayn hoped that any blunder she had made would be viewed in 
kind light. 

"It's time for lesson," Deslin reminded Dorayn. 

"Let them enjoy the sun a while more. Yayaki said that they need to sun 
regularly," said Dorayn. She knew that Deslin reported to Deymayn 
everyday. Still, Deymayn came to look at the Ookiis frequently. There's only 
so much I can delay without rousing his suspicion. 

For the past moon, Dorayn has been preoccupied with nursing the 
Ookiis to health and learning their language. She thought of nothing else, or 
almost nothing. She dreamt of Dukryn and that was the only safe hive where 
she could fully relax, forget her worries and responsibilities, and be off her 
guard. 

Dorayn had been making reasonable excuses to delay Deymayn' s plan. 
Her command of the Ookiis' language was much more than she let on. By 
now, Dorayn had made significant progress with the exchange of vocabulary 
and was a step closer for deeper communication to proceed. However she 
knew that the electric prod would give the Red Pathfinders a huge advantage 
over the TruthSeekers. How could the TruthSeekers recapture Wor Senya? 
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Unfortunately, Deymayn knew the game that Dorayn was playing. Over 
this pass moon, he had shown her that she could never win the game. Even 
while Deymayn sensed a deliberate delay by her, he had not reprimanded her 
but instead had workers tortured in front of her using the prod. Dorayn had 
tried to stop the torture but was held still by the LandShakers. Her plea and 
promise to cooperate did not stop him. Deymayn tortured a few more 
workers before he stopped. Altogether four workers in all. Dorayn took care 
of them for three days and she felt guilty about causing them harm. But she 
had. For the sake of the TruthSeekers, she had to. 

The Ookiis had recuperated and was roaming about outside the cell. It 
was the first day of sun since a snow storm engulfed the hive for many days. 
Even though the snow on the ground had not melt, Dorayn decided that the 
Ookiis should move around outside often. As far as she could observe, the 
Ookiis seemed rather happy basking in the sun. 

The largest Ookii, a nyuu, who called herself Yayaki was studying the 
hive with her eye-stalks. Dorayn had observed that the nyuu Ookii was more 
observant and intelligent than the two nyans. Among the three Ookiis, 
Yayaki had made the best progress in communication. The young nyan Ookii 
was Honki. He crawled his way towards Yayaki. Dorayn thought that Honki 
was trying to get close to Yayaki. There were some words exchanged 
between the two. It had to be the undiluted Ookiis' language for Dorayn 
could not understand anything except for the last sentence that Yayaki had 
made. 

"Go away. Don't bother me." Even such a simple statement, Dorayn 
was not completely sure that she had translated correctly. She thought of 
asking Yayaki about it. Dorayn was about to approach Yayaki when she 
realized that the Ookiis had not been alone for quite some times. Maybe they 
need to be alone for a while. That might be therapeutic. 

Honki crawled some distance away from Yayaki and finally stopped to 
bask in the sun. Dorayn turned her attention to the older nyan Ookii, Doku. 
Yayaki said that he was sort of a triad commander but he was not exactly a 
yongshei. He was the first one to crawl outside and was still basking in the 
sun. Of the three, he had made the least progress in communication. Dorayn 
perceived a sense of reluctance in him. Perhaps he is older and has a harder 
time learning new things. 

Dorayn knew that she had many advantages at her side. She was young 
and a prodigy. She had been scientifically trained to be systematic and 
observant. These two traits had helped her overcome many problems in 
mastering an alien language. Besides her, Deymayn and Deslin were the only 
other hivers who were learning the new language. Deslin progressed was 
slow while Deymayn was much faster. Despite his busy routines, Deymayn 
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visited her once every two days. Each visit lasted a sechen. Even without 
much assistance from her, Deymayn still learnt much faster than Deslin. 

As though summoned by her thought, Deymayn flew into view. Dorayn 
had expected his arrival for quite sometime. They were supposed to start 
talking to the Ookiis about the prod. Deymayn landed near her with his 
LandShaker guards. Dorayn bloated her throat sac and approached Yayaki, 
trying her best to get the meaning across,"Deymayn needs to talk to all of 
you regarding something important." 

"What matter? " Yayaki bleated. 

Dorayn wavered her throat sac trying to show that she was not in the 
position to inform her. However she realized that the subtle cue would be lost 
to the Ookiis. 

Yayaki bleeted to the two nyan Ookiis in her own language and they 
reluctantly gathered around her. 
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Keikain and Capeborn 

"We discuss alone," Yayaki strained her mind to think of the proper words to 
speak to Dorayn. 

The tugracao healer seemed to understand her and walked away with the 
other tugracao leaving the three keikains alone in the sun. 

"What was all that about? " Baron Doku asked. "I only managed to 
catch some words here and there. Something about 'trade' and 'hitsu'." 

"And if I'm not mistaken, the electric prod was mentioned too by the 
tugracao." Honki added, trying to impress Yayaki by showing off his 
command of the tugracao 's language. 

Yayaki waved her eye-stalks to look at both of them. "My command of 
their language is still imperfect, but it seems that the tugracaos are proposing 
a trade - electric prod batteries for hitsu." 

"That will mean our mission to find the hitsu is a success! We finally 
found it! " Honki exclaimed. After going through so much hardship with 
Yayaki, Honki began to think of her mission as his mission too. 

However Honki 's elation was not shared by the baron. "It is not so 
simple, right? " Doku asked Yayaki. "The batteries will be no use to them 
without the prod." 

"Yes. They also want the design plan for the prod." Yayaki confirmed 
his suspicion. "The tugracaos seem to think they can construct the prod with 
the aid of the design plan." 

"I don't think they have the capability." Honki commented. "Look 
around us. Is there any evidence of usage of electricity? No. Also, other than 
the primitive cutting instrument that their warriors are carrying, there are no 
evidence that metal is used." 

"Astute observation," said Yayaki. "However with a little help from us, 
they will be able to construct the electric prod. They do not really need to 
fully understand how it works." 

"But do we want to do that? The electric prod is a weapon. We are 
bringing them an instrument of destruction." Doku said. "Are we a blessing 
to them or a curse? Will there be another clan to be completed destroyed? " 
The baron's expression was dark and brooding. 

Honki realized that the baron was thinking about the destruction of his 
clan again. "Electric prod or no electric prod, the tugracaos are not an 
innocent civilization to be tainted by us. Their blades are evidences that they 
have fights too. We are not bringing evil here. It is just simply a form of 
mutual trade. Furthermore, I think all these have been foretold by the Great 
Aulerka-" 
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Yayaki and Doku rolled back their eye-stalks at the mention of 'Great 
Aulerka'. Honki smiled and was not offended. He knew that he had a role to 
play in this grand adventure. "I know both of you are not followers of the 
Old Way. But let me sing part of the Song and you can judge them yourself. 
It goes like this 

It's here I await, 

I wait upon the Lands, 

For you, my keikains. 



Sight, bearings, mind, lost, 
Wandering through frozen seas, 

tired, longing, alone. 

"I did remember the tugracao healer telling us that the white powders on 
the ground is called 'snow', which is frozen water. Before we reached here, 
we were lost and we have been wandering across the land, which was 
completely covered with snow! " 

Both Yayaki and Doku were silent. Although they were not followers of 
the Old Way, like any keikain, they had heard the Song of Aulerka. They 
knew that Honki was indeed singing verses from the Song. 

Doku clicked a low clicks. It was a whisper as the air could not transmit 
sound as well as water. Nevertheless the other two keikains heard it. 

"Why do you sigh, Baron Doku? " Honki asked. 

"So what if Aulerka has foreseen us coming to the land? Does the Song 
say anything about encountering the tugracaos? Does it sing about trade and 
blade? I am not a follower of the Old Way but even I know that interpreting 
a few verses here and there from the Song is a dangerous thing to do." 

"I agree with you. Even experts who studied the verses in the Aulerka's 
Song have problems interpreting the verse, 

'Sight, bearings, mind, lost, 

Wandering through frozen seas, 

tired, longing, alone.' 

This is because they have not seen snow! Those who did will realize 
what the verse meant. My emitsei once told me not to worry about not being 
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able to understand some of the verses. He said that as I swim through the 
water and experience life, the meaning of the verse will become apparent to 
me. How true his words! " Honki smiled. "There might not be verses that 
directly talked about the tugracaos, but must all events be found in Aulerka's 
Song. His Song although is long, it is still finite in length. There are infinite 
events! We have wandered through the frozen seas and now we have met the 
tugracaos. The two events are linked and thus if the first event is mentioned 
in the Song, the second event will also occur! " 

Yayaki stared at Honki in surprise. "Interesting thought. I really must 
conclude that you, healer, think very different from me." 

"Same sentiment," added Doku. 

Yayaki said, "In any case, as Honki had said earlier, much before he 
mentioned about Aulerka's Song, that we can treat this as a mutual trade. I 
do not see the two races directly competing against each other. We live in the 
sea, they live inland. There are nothing that we can fight about. So we are not 
losing an edge by giving them the design of the electric prod." The keikayu 
shikikan looked at Doku and Honki. "Furthermore many lives have been lost 
in this critical mission. Many more lives will be lost if we cannot find a 
steady supply of hitsu. As the commander of the mission, I will make the 
final decision. I decide that we will trade." 
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Surprise and Contact 

The sun had set for half a sechen but the moon had yet to rise. Below the 
forest canopy, a caravan had set up camp. It was a small caravan. Ten 
merchants and two balwinhis. But the merchants were experienced. They had 
chosen a very good camp site. It was hardly a clearing. There was no break in 
canopy above and no less undergrowth below. It was a lee south of the main 
trading route that caravan routinely used to travel from Sky Port to Wor 
Senya. Three interspersed tents had been erected, but they camouflaged into 
the undergrowth and the shadows of the trees. The merchants had prepared 
their food before the sun had set. So no fire was needed to betray them in the 
darkness. All these precautions, the merchants took diligently. For they were 
two days away from Sky Port, the nearest large settlement. Most importantly, 
they were in renegades infested territories. 

Fenjin ignored the rich musky, complex aroma of the forest air as he 
observed the caravan. He held some respect for the merchants. They had 
done their best to invade the renegades. But it's still not good enough. He 
smiled. He and his patrol had sighted them two sechens before dusk and had 
tracked them since then. We have hardly any caravan coming south these 
past moon. So even a small caravan with two balwinhis had to be targeted. 

His patrol of thirty renegades, all fit and able, were just a few jees from 
the merchants' camp. Some were hidden behind undergrowth and gnarled 
roots while others were on the canopy. He had led his patrol for more than 
three hatches and raided more than twenty caravans. They had perfect 
rapport. Tzezam signalled to his patrol to close in. He crept slowly along the 
branches, vines and epiphytes. Then with perfect coordination, the renegades 
descended on the merchants. 

"The kar smells good. Can I have some? " Fenjin asked as he landed. 
The renegades pointed their weapons at the merchants. Most were armed 
with zhumu blades, while some held steel blades stolen from the yongsheis. 

The merchants froze. It was a typical reaction from the merchants. But a 
young nyuu hiver stood up and walked up to him. That was unusual. 

"About time. I have waited for you long enough." 

Fenjin flexed his throat sac. "Talk tough, aren't you? " 

"I'm Diawyn, Commander of WindRacers. With me are some 
WindRacers and some Blood Guards," said Diawyn calmly. The Senya force 
had travelled for several days looking for the renegades; rather they wanted 
the renegades to find them. So they disguised themselves as merchants. A 
caravan with just nyuus would be too conspicuous, so she had asked Xareton 
for some of his Blood Guards. Diawyn knew that the renegades were very 
crafty. If her caravan was not real enough, they might not fall into her plan. 
So she took all the precautions that an experienced merchants would take. 

21 



Her attention to such details paid off. Diawyn managed to draw the 
renegades to her. 

Fenjin recovered very quickly. He realized that he had flown into a trap. 
"What do you want? " He asked warily. 

"We are not here to capture you. I would like to meet your chief." 
Diawyn assured them. 

"What for? " 

"Regarding the Red Empress." 

Fenjin flexed his throat sac. He knew about the situation in Wor Senya 
and realized that he had to pass Diawyn to higher authority. "I do not know 
what tricks you are up to. We can take you, and you alone to see our chief. 
But the rest of your section will be our hostages here." 

"That will be fine." 
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Diawyn and Renegades 

Plain, unadorned tents, rows of balwinhis on tethering lines, and small fires 
flanked either side of a pavilion where dozens of torches blazed. Hivers in 
cover-all stood with zhumu blades in hand. No standards flew. There were no 
insignias, no markings at all to be seen. Renegades' main camp. 

Diawyn was blind- folded and had just reached their main camp. Diawyn 
looked around and saw many Fayzhons. All able, fit and armed. It seemed 
that every one could fight. Diawyn knew there were many renegades, but 
was still mildly surprised that there were so many. The hivers greatly 
outnumbered the renegades, but the yongsheis, the fighting force of the 
hivers, were only a few times larger than the renegades. 

There was a gay and unhurried nature to the flow of the camp. It did not 
seem like a military camp, but the order and discipline would have been out 
of place in a civilian camp. A large camp. Almost the size of a hivelet. 
Despite the size, she knew the camp could be dismantled and all the 
renegades be on the move within a sechen. Yongshei had tried ambushing the 
renegades but usually the renegades would give them the slip. 

"The patrol chiefs will see you." Fenjin told her. 

Diawyn flexed her throat sac and followed him into the main pavilion. 
In there she saw eight Fayzhons looking at her. Some wild curiosity plain in 
their throat sacs, while others exuded hostility. 

"I am Tzezam and I can speak on behalf of the eight wing patrols here. I 
would not bid you welcome, but we offer no hostility for now." 

"Good enough gesture," said Diawyn. "I'm Diawyn, Commander of the 
WindRacers, and I'm loyal to the TruthSeekers. Let me get straight to the 
point. We need your help." 

An old nyuu renegades ruffled her throat sac as she laughed. "I like her 
candidness." 

Tzezam too was curious for all of them had heard about the new 
situation in Wor Senya. "We are ready to listen." 



"You mean we'll get the antidote shot if we help you? " Tzezam, the 
chief patrol leader of the renegades asked. 

"Yes. The Red Empress poses as much harm to us as to you. Similar to 
the empresses of the past, she holds the power to decide who has the 
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privilege to mate and who hasn't. You, renegades, who proliferate without 
her control will eventually be forced to yield to her," Diawyn explained. 

"We have been oppressed throughout history. We know how to take 
care of ourselves," said Tzezam, his throat sac bloated. 

"Yes, we don't need your help," said Fenjin. 

"Yes. We can hold against the gale, but for how long?" Puileng 
questioned. "We now live a life that our ancestors have chosen because of 
the oppression by the Empresses. We left the hive more than hundred and 
fifty hatches ago, even before the hivers rebelled against the Empress, so that 
we could live a life where everyone was equal. After the Revolution, the 
oppression of the Empress was removed. We should have reverted back to 
our normal lifestyle and live in a secure hive, where each do his or her part 
for the greater good. Life would not be so austere, especially for the young 
and the aged." 

Many of the patrol chiefs bloated their throat sacs in agreement. 

An old nyan renegade bloated his throat sac. "The Patrol Leader of the 
Sun Wing is correct. We have been debating this issue for years. We should 
have joined the TruthSeekers long time ago. But we kept to our way of life, 
thinking with a twisted mind that it was the right way. It is not. Do you not 
hear the blood of the hivers singing to you? Do you not feel the security and 
warmth emitted from the hive? " 

"We have been fighting for generations. We fight to live, but we should 
not live to fight. Look, even the young has to take up weapons and the aged 
are still in the midst of any raid. Do we want this to continue? " 

More patrol leaders were swaying towards Diawyn's offer. Diawyn was 
relieved that there was a faction within the renegades who were already 
thinking of returning to the hive. They were helping her in persuading the 
rest. She could never be a good diplomat, but if the Z'Don had sent a 
diplomat instead of a Yongshei, the request for alliance would not be 
entertained at all. From the past sechen of talks, she realized that the 
renegades distrusted the politicians. Though they hate the yongsheis, they 
also respected them. 

The renegades had to survive in the wild without a hive. The entire 
renegades communities were involved in protecting the camp. Be in from the 
wild animals or from the yongsheis' ambush. Every Fayzhon was important 
to them. Every wing of renegades raider had both nyans and nyuus. Not only 
that, about half of the patrol leaders were nyuus. The renegades were really 
practicing gender equality. Not even the TruthSeekers were that liberal. But 
the TruthSeekers had the WindRacers, the only nyuu yongsheis in all the 
hives. Diawyn was thus viewed slightly more favourably by the renegades 
because she was a nyuu. 
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"I think it is possible for all of you to retain certain aspects of your way 
of life even if you joined our hive. I see great merit in your patrol structure 
and your unique style of fighting with a shield and your leather overalls. I see 
no reason for the Z'Don to ban them," said Diawyn. 

Many renegades puffed their throat sacs twice. 

"I mean it. If you join the hive and realize that being a yongshei is what 
you want, then you will be trained to use the steel blades. You can form your 
own triad. It can continue to have nyans and nyuus fighters. Yes, I know that 
it is not the way of the hive. However, come to think of it, why not? There is 
no good reason other than historical inertia. I think the Z'Don is wise and 
open enough to allow such a change." Diawyn paused for a moment before 
she added. "What do you say? " 

"You have given us much to think. Stay with us for the night. We will 
give you our decision in the morning," said Tzezam. 

"Thank you. It is my honour to be among such formidable Fayzhons," 
Diawyn answered. The meeting ended and she was escorted out of the 
pavilion by Fenjin. 

Outside the pavilion, the renegades went about their routine activities to 
prepare for dinner. They knew that the patrol leaders were discussing their 
fate, yet they seemed to be unworried about the entire matter. 

Diawyn was treated like a guest. They were hospitable, but they also 
kept their distance. They did not know what would be the decisions of their 
patrol leaders. So she wisely kept to herself instead of imposing on their 
lives. Still, she could make many observations. She saw that most adults had 
some scars on their bodies. Must be from the raid. However, there was 
something very unfamiliar about their community that Diawyn could sense 
but could not pinpoint. It was not the gender equality. It was not a new 
concept. As a WindRacer, she had to fight for that ideal. Even after so many 
hatches, there were still hivers who disapproved of the existence of the nyuu 
triad. Diawyn smiled inwardly, They will be in greater shock if the Z'Don 
allow the renegade to retain their patrol structure after they join the hive. 

Diawyn looked around and saw a group of young Fayzhons tended by 
both sentient nyan and nyuu. The young renegades seemed to be just two 
hatches after their hatching. Then suddenly she realized the difference. There 
were no semi-sentient workers in their community. Not a single one. How 
could that be? Diawyn tried to suppress her excitement. She did not want the 
renegades to see her throat sac fluttering. It might be interpreted as signs of 
immaturity or lack of self control. She wanted to ask them, but she knew that 
they would give her any answer at this moment. Maybe after they have re- 
entered the hive, they will tell us their secret. 
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Diawyn later went to sleep. In her dream, she saw a hive where all 
hivers equal were in strength and intelligence. Nyan and nyuu worked 
alongside one another in all vocations. All hivers were sentient and all did 
their parts for the greater good of the hive. It was a good dream, one that she 
hoped she would remember after she woke up. But her dream jumped to 
another scene. This time only she and Deymayn were in there. They were 
hovering in the air, and their blades were drawn. Diawyn was aware that it 
was just a dream, but it still sickened her. I don't want to do this. Then 
images of the Z'Don, Xiimen, Dorayn and Dukryn filed past and said in 
unison. But you must. 

That woke her up. Diawyn breathed in deeply to calm herself and also to 
bloat back her deflated throat sac. She only remembered her last dream. The 
WindRacer commander fervently hoped that it would not come do that. 
Please do not let me decide between love and duty. She thought of sleeping 
again but when she looked at the eastern sky, the sun had begun its slow 
climb up. She abandoned any notion of sleep and stood up to prepare herself. 



"The wind of change is in the air. We will ride the wind with the 
Seekers of the Truth." Tzezam announced to the gathered renegades. 

Diawyn heaved a mental sigh of relief. Finally, something is going the 
right way for us. 
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Chapter 17. The Wind of Success 



Hivers and The Sea 

"Two Blade Fakar, I have sighted the island," the front scout reported. The 
island was close to four sechens from the nearest shore. Hivers could only fly 
eight sechens non-stop. That was their limit. Any longer than that, they 
would not even have the energy to flap their wings properly. In this endless 
sea, that would be fatal. 

This was his third visit to the remote island, but he still felt insecure 
about locating the 'island that disappeared'. There were no landmarks to 
guide them in the open sea. In the day, there were no stars to show them 
direction. Only the sun, through the thick clouds, gave them their bearings. 
Fakar fretted that a slight deviation from the correct path would cause them 
to miss the island completely. His worry would only be abated after he 
sighted the island himself. 

A bit more. Fakar pushed himself to fly a little faster. His chest muscles 
complained, growing tight and stiff from built-up fatigue poisons. He knew 
that by the end of the day, he would be one sore hiver. All they had seen so 
far was water and more water. The psychological stress of flying over 
nothing but the unwavering sea was heavy on his wings, making him and his 
section more tired than usual. 

Fakar too sighted the island. A small grumpy one covered with green 
moss that barely cleared the water surface. "Place the firebark around the 
island," Fakar ordered, as he landed on the island. His section had done this 
twice before. Without awaiting further instructions from Fakar, they kowed 
and proceeded to place the firebarks. 

Hovering steadily just a jee above the sea level, the LandShakers took 
out lengths of firebark and laid them carefully on the water. The firebark 
could burn even after being immersed in water and it could also float on 
water. The island was small, but from the previous two attempts, the 
LandShakers knew that it would still take close to half a sechen to complete 
their work. 

"Be careful! Waves can jump! " Fakar shot a warning, but it came too 
late. An incoming wave hit one of his yongsheis who was hovering too close 
to the water surface as he placed the firebark. the throat sac of the drenched 
yongshei deflated in shame as he landed on the island and tried to remove as 
much water from his body and wings as possible. Fakar ignored the clumsy 
yongshei and continued his supervision. 

Deymayn had made it very clear to him that the island would only 
appear at certain times of the day. Fakar had wanted to ask how solid land 
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could disappear, but he thought it would be wiser to keep quiet rather than 
appear stupid in front of his triad commander. Fakar certainly did not want 
Deymayn to change his mind and give this important mission to another 
section leader. Fakar knew that much honour and reward could be earned by 
successfully completing this mission. I will succeed. However, after two 
failed attempts to contact the ookiis, Fakar fervently hoped he would be 
luckier this time. 

"Section leader, the ring is ready," his deputy reported. All the 
LandShakers had landed to take a respite on the island. 

Fakar inspected the unbroken ring of firebark. Satisfied, he ordered, 
"Set it on fire." Fakar then took out a glass container from his haversack. The 
water-tight glass container was specially made in Wor Capeborn and was 
crucial to the success of the mission. He placed it carefully in the middle of 
the island 

Fakar allowed his section to take a short rest before giving them the next 
order. "Patrol the sky! Be alert. Who knows what unknown danger lurks in 
this place with hardly any land! " Deymayn had specifically instructed them 
to stay in the sky while waiting for the ookiis to appear. Thus despite protests 
from their muscles, they took to the air again. Fakar too flew up with 
reluctance. 

The island would submerge in another three sechens. Would we be 
lucky this time? 
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Farmer and Atoll 

Koneica patted his keiooki, stroking its head. He held kihon in front of its 
mouth. Its massive maw sucked in that morsel of food, filtered it through its 
tokak. It grunted with satisfaction, and stopped complaining about the load. 
Moody creature you are, aren't you? Koneica thought, caressing its snout. 
Bubbles blew more strongly from its blowhole. With renewed strength, it 
pulled and tugged on its load again. 

Farmer Koneica turned his eye-stalks and looked at the massive clutch 
of dahougo. This was his farm, his substance, and he was not pleased. The 
keiooki was pulling on it too slowly. 

"Faster, will you? " He spoke to the keiooki. Not that the beast of 
burden could understand him, of course. Turning his eyes upwards, he 
glanced at the water surface. It was not bright and shiny at all. The sun is 
hiding behind the clouds again. Stupid surface weather. Erratic. But the 
weather was just like that, unknowable, always changing, like the mood of 
his keiooki. 

He looked ahead of him, not quite sure of the terrain. To the north, the 
sea floor rose up in a gentle slope. Usually, he would not venture this far 
northwest. It was unfamiliar territory. Theoretically, it belonged to the Hard- 
Circles, but there was nothing here but rocks and seas. So far from any 
thermal vent, it was too expensive to build anything here. Even the current 
war had left this part of the sea untouched. 

These few days had seen little light and his dahougo clutches were not 
growing to the desired size. If they did not, he could not fetch a good price 
for them. He needed the nukhaki to repair the damage that the quake had 
done to his extension dome. Life is not fair. He grumbled to himself. 

He blew into the dahougo clutch. His mate, Yurikou was within, busy 
harvesting a portion of cekhi. The fibre thin strands of goo linked and 
connected the floating dahougo into one big community. A small portion of 
the cekhi, harvested and sold could fetch enough for sustenance. "Hurry up! 
And don't cut too much cekhi, or they will not grow back! " 

Yurikou emerged from the floating clutch, and joined him. "If this 
stupid keiooki doesn't pull any faster, the dahougo is not going to catch 
enough sun to grow it back anyway! " 

"Stop complaining, my keikayu mate. Give me the cekhi," said Koneica. 
Yurikou thrusted the ball of harvested cekhi at her mate. He took it, and 
pocketed it in his pouches, while she kept her harvesting blade. 

"It's not going to work, you know," she said. "Just more work for us 
that's all, hauling the dahougo back and forth just to catch more sun." 
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"Shut up, keikayu," Koneica said, irritated at her lack of confidence in 
him. "At least, this will fetch more than grafting suishoku." 

"If the dahougo gets a few zhikans more sunshine, so what? " She 
queried. "We get to sleep less, and it still does not fetch enough nukhati for 
us to build another dome." 

"Come on! We can do it - you and I - if we work hard together." 

"There has got to be a better way, my mate. That's all that I am saying." 

"Alright, alright. What is it that you suggest then? " 

"Maybe if we you know, sell one of our keikayus -" 

"No! I say no. I will not sell my daughters to the court like everyone 
does. Never." Koneica remonstrated angrily. "You mark my words, Yurikou. 
Our daughter will grow up to be something, I say. I'll apprentice her to the 
Army, or to the Academy or marry her off to an honest stonemaster, if I have 
the nukhaki. But never, never to the courts to be a whore for King Henka, 
you understand? ! " 

"You better not speak like that in the open seas. It's shisan for treason, 
don't you know? Our house, though small, has always been loyal to the 
Hard-Circles Clan. Furthermore King Henka is a reasonable ruler." 

"Reasonable? When was the last time we had hikonkii? This war is 
unbearable. If Henka were any good, he would stop it before we all start 
reverting to stupid ones, before our shells turn soft. Are you listening to me, 
keikayu-mate? " 

"Look at that! " 

"What? " 

"That's fire, on the water surface! " 

"Don't be ridiculous! Fire is found in thermal vents at the bottom of the 
ocean. How can it be on the water surface? " 

"Just look, will you? " Yurikou said patiently. 

Koneica looked at the surface. "Yes, it does look like fire. But where is 
the magma? And how did it get there? " Koneica wondered aloud. 

"It forms a line! " Yurikou exclaimed. Then she swam off, in the 
direction of the bright line floating mysteriously on the water surface. 

"Wait! Where are you going, my mate? " Koneica shouted after her. He 
sighed, blowing bubbles expressing his irritation. It was dangerous to swim 
out here alone, so far from any dome. What if there are bandits here? But 
that was how his mate was, forever restless, always curious and impatient 
with life. Koneica often wondered what his parents had in mind, giving him 
such a feisty little bride that was so unsuited to his simple temperament. 
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He waited for a while, unsure of what to do. Should he continue goading 
his keiooki to pull the clutch of dahougo westward? Before he could make 
up his mind, she had returned, coming from the east. 

"It forms a circle. A ring! What could have done something like that? " 

"A ring? How you know? " He asked. He decided not to berate her for 
swimming off without him. 

"I followed it silly," She said, doing happy loops, rolling in the water 
seductively. "A ring, my mate. What could have made something so 
unnatural, and why? " 

"Let's get out of here, Yurikou. It is a cursed thing, a bad omen! " 

"Don't be so superstitious. Have you been listening to superstitious 
healers' tales of girigho, Aulerka, gods, lands and whatnot again? Don't you 
ever get tired of them? " 

"Let's go. Get out. And whatever you do, don't go to the center of the " 

"Why not the center? " 

"Isn't it obvious, that if a god were to commit mischief, he would want 
to draw attention to whatever it is by drawing a circle around it? " 

"Then that's where I'll go. To that atoll! That's where the center is," 
she said, rolling in slow languid strokes. "Come along! " 

She took off towards the upward sloping column. Koneica could do 
nothing but follow along, leaving his keiooki and dahougo clutch behind. For 
a while, just to please you. He thought to himself. Aulerka bless me, please! 

They crawled upon the atoll - a flat-topped piece of land covered with 
mosses. It was just slightly above the sea level. Koneica guessed that it 
would be submerged at high tide. A prime place for mischief He thought to 
himself. 

"Look at that, in the air! " Yurikou cried as she pointed at the air above. 
She was not even completely out of the water and was dripping wet. Koneica 
came out of the sea and looked in the direction where his mate was pointing. 
He froze. A strange six-limbs creature was hovering two keikain lengths 
above them. It descended slowly and landed on two hind limbs just a keikain 
length away from them. The creature looked up to gaze at them as it was just 
half the size of keikain. Koneica's eye-stalks scanned around and saw that it 
was not alone. Many others were flying or hovering about, observing them 
intently. 

Koneica had never seen creatures like this before. Fright seized his 
flippers, preventing him from running away. His mate, however, did not 
seem frightened. She lifted her eyes and returned the gaze of the creature. 
The creature gazed at them with its crimson multi-faceted eyes. Some bones 



31 



on its face were twitching and its throat sac kept on changing its hue. From 
chartreuse green to crimson and back again. 

The creature pointed to a big container with one of its hands. The 
container was at the middle of the atoll, some ten keikain length away from 
them. Yurikou crawled forward to inspect it. 

"It's hitsu! Enough for twenty keikains! My mate, Koneica, we have 
never had so much before " She cried excitedly to him. But Koneica 
continued to gaze stupidly at the alien creature. 

Seeing her reaction and his, the creature bent and addressed her in 
strange whistling tones as it thrusted a thin slip to her. Yurikou could not 
understand what it was saying but it was obvious that the creature wanted her 
to take the slip. 

She took the strange material and looked at it. The material was softer 
and smoother than leather. On it were keikain words! 

"What is this, and who wrote it? " Yurikou asked. But the creature did 
not seem to comprehend her words. It only pointed at the thin slip. Evidently 
it was not the one who wrote the piece. She looked at the slip, and called out 
to her mate. "Koneica, don't stand there like a stupid keiooki. Come here and 
copy this down on your slate! " 

Koneica dutifully shuffled to her side, and took out a slate from his 
pouch. The farmer simply wrote what she dictated, word for word. 

"To King Henka or Minister Meghari of the Hard-Circle Clan, Great 
Lands and good feeding, 

I am Yayaki, shikikan, and your most loyal servant. The time for 
secrecy is over. I have found the seiki. Rejoice and be happy. But our 
mission is not over yet, for in addition to the seiki, I have found some friends 
who are willing to aid us. The flying creature that bears this message will 
give you an idea of who they are. 

I cannot say more, but for now, it is imperative that this reaches you 
within a day, and that you follow my instructions to the letter. Please send a 
complete set of schematics for prod-making. Also a basket of batteries for 
charging them. Take the complete set, and come back to this atoll at precisely 
the same time two days later. The flier will meet you and take them. It is vital 
for our survival and war that we cooperate with them, for you see, I have 
proposed a trade. They will make prods and you will supply batteries. In 
return, we will get hitsu. 

I also wish to report that of all the shikikans and nomads sent on the 
mission, only I have survived. With me is Honki, a healer who has followed 
us along, and Baron Doku of the Six-Star Clan, whom we have found on 
land. He conveys his warm regards to King Shinogu, and wishes to salute 
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him in bringing the clans together. He also passes this message on to the 
Barons of King Shinogu's court: "Federation, like unmai, is also just another 
idea. Why be so attached to them, when no good will come of it this 
attachment? " 

To whoever that finds this message, it is my personal assurance that 
King Henka will reward you handsomely for passing this urgent message on. 
It is also your duty to the Clan to do so, and if you do not cooperate, not only 
will you be put in tainted waters, your entire house will be sent to the shisan. 

From Yayaki, Chief Shikikan of Squad Three-Crest, Hard-Circle Clan." 

Yukriku's eye-stalks became stiff with excitement. She handed the slip 
to the flier, who whistled something, and then took off into the air. She 
turned to her mate, eyes flashing. "What are you still waiting for? Let us be 
off!" 

"But -" 

"Don't you see how important this is? And don't you see now what a 
great leader King Henka is? He has planned this mission all along! It also 
says that we will be handsomely rewarded for this. Can't you see what this 
will do for our house, and our standing in the clan? This is the sound of the 
beckoning shore, my mate! So let us be quick, and don't forget to bring the 
container along as evidence." 

Koneica could only keep stupidly silent. He dived into the water, 
following his mate Yurikou. The shock of the strange encounter had not 
worn off completely, and his mind was in a blur. My dahougo. My dahougo 
clutch will not get any more sunlight today. 
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King Henka and Hard-Circles Court 

King Henka paced slowly about the dais. All the barons and officials of the 
Hard-Circle clan had gathered to listen to King Shinogu, King of the Six-Star 
Clan who had come to the Hard-Circle court to address them. There was no 
precedence for such event in the long history of keikains. A foreign king 
addressing the court. Despite the fear of King Henka, the barons had found 
courage in numbers and many were blowing bubbles of dissent. 

"Let me explain to you why we must join our courts," King Shinogu 
said. "I presume of course that you understand the necessity of fighting as a 
joint army against the Diamond Clan." 

"No, King Shinogu. I don't see how. We were doing fine merely as 
allies. Why should our armies be under a joint command? " A baron raised 
the question. 

Henka knew that alone, each and every baron feared him, but when all 
the houses were united, they would appoint a spokesman. So it's you, 
Kughira. Henka cued Shinogu, "He is Baron Kughira of House Gukrokku." 

"Yes, Baron Kughira. As two separate armies, we could only hold the 
Diamond Clan back, and prevent them from advancing. That is the kind of 
strength we are up against," said Shinogu. "To win, it is absolutely vital that 
we join our armies. Even now, many of the houses are suffering from a 
severe hitsu shortage " 

"The necessity of having a joined army can be seen by even ten-cycle 
old striplings," King Henka intruded. 

Baron Kughira toned down his blowings. "I shall accept that the armies 
must be combined. But what of the courts? " 

"We must combine our courts. This is the only way," King Henka said, 
projecting his clicks with more force so that all in the dome could hear him. 
"This is the only way we can make decisions, and we can work towards 
peaceful waters. Merely having a combined army is insufficient. We must 
pool our resources, share the electrical generators, our food and farms. 
Anything else is too inefficient." 

"All we need is mutual trade, is that not? " Baron Kughira challenged. 
"Can't that be arranged? " 

"No. Trade has been minimal between our clans for tens of cycles," 
Shinogu said. "We cannot start that. It would be too slow, and inadequate to 
support the war effort." 

"That, we do not believe, King Shinogu," Baron Kughira said. 

King Henka glared at the baron. He could see his boldness and 
comparative lack of respect for King Shinogu. It was not a situation that he 
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liked, and privately, he regretted this session, which Shinogu had encouraged 
him to have. Henka did not like this manner of governance by persuasion. It 
was Shinogu's style, a legacy of his federation government, not his. 

"We need you, leaders of the houses, to show the way. Your support in 
this war is crucial. Our fate and our livelihood are in your hands," Shinogu 
pleaded. "We need you to show our clans not to fear or hate each other." 

"Wouldn't this be a merging of the clans? " A voice came from the 
crowd of barons, each within his harness. The speaker was hidden within the 
anonymity of numbers. Many bubbles of unease were blown by the barons. 

"No, it is not a joining. The Six-Star Clan has no desire for your holy 
lands, or your waters and magma vents. I, King Shinogu, personally ensure 
you all that we have no such designs." Shinogu said, privately aware that he 
could not make such representations. But that was a separate problem for him 
alone to solve. 

"And I, King Henka, have made the same promise to King Shinogu." 
Henka said, meaningfully understating the intended meaning. He scanned the 
rows of harnessed barons, pleased that many could understood what was 
better left unsaid. 

"But Your Majesty, since your intention is to join the courts and the 
armies, this means that ideally, we should join the clans " Baron Kughira 
spoke, nervously glancing from King to King with his agitated eye-stalks. 
Behind him, murmurs of doubt and unease filled the chamber, unsure about 
his line of question. Kughira suddenly found himself swimming into dark 
treacherous waters but the other barons were not willing to swim with him. 

Henka glared angrily at the baron, causing him to shrink visibly before 
him. Only the force of numbers kept his head out of his shell and maintained 
his dignity. 

Seeing a weakness in the opponent, King Shinogu quickly picked up the 
point. "Would you desire such a joining, Baron Kughira? Tell me, honestly 
that this is what you think is best for our clans. Would you bow before me as 
a King? Do you think the Six-Star Clan would bow before King Henka? " 

"No, King Shinogu. To suggest such a thing would be treason " 

At that response, King Henka barked angrily at the baron. "What are 
you trying to suggest, Baron Kughira? " 

"I am truly sorry Your Majesty. I was merely saying that it is good that 
we are merely cooperating to fight the enemy. Not that we should unite the 
clans or anything like that " 

That was all that Baron Kughira could do. His front of bravado 
collapsed as he could literally feel the assembly behind him spurning him. 



35 



Henka looked at the assembly. They did not look satisfied or happy with 
the explanations. I am right. The courts have not bought Shinogu's 
explanation. Shinogu is wrong. I'll return to my tried and tested method. 

Suddenly, the door seal hissed open and a royal messenger came in. He 
advanced toward the dais, swimming upwards and towards the dome center. 
"Your Majesty, an urgent matter needs your attention. Minister Meghari says 
it is important." 

Have the Diamonds started another wave of offensive? Henka glanced 
at Shinogu and realized that he was also worried about the same thing. 

"Very well. This session is now closed," King Henka announced. 
"Shinogu, shall we go? " 

He swam out of his dais, and proceeded to the exit, with King Shinogu 
following. Around them, barons and court perfunctuaries posed in respectful 
salute. Both kings could still feel the tension of the barons that Shinogu had 
stirred up just by being in the court of the Hard-Circle Clan. To be even there 
as an advocate of peace was a bitter hitsu that the courts had to swallow. 



"Meghari, what is it? What is so urgent that you have to interrupt my 
court session? Have our borders been breached? Has the Diamond Clan 
launched another attack? " King Henka asked. 

"No, Your Majesty. We are holding up quite well in fact. Both of our 
clans. But 1 don't know for how long we can keep up this extensive line of 
defense in the north " 

"Then what is the news? " King Henka asked his Minister of 
Intelligence. 

Meghari shifted uneasily in his harness, fingering the slate that was laid 
on the basalting dome floor of the private meeting room. 

"Come on. Speak freely." Henka said impatiently. What could it be, that 
could not be revealed to Shinogu? 

"It would be better, perhaps, if I could speak privately to your majesty," 
Meghari said, irises narrowing at Shinogu. "Perhaps I should have made this 
clear when I sent the messenger for you." 

"What does this concern, and why can't he stay? " Henka asked. 

"It is no matter, just some minor issues that concern your family, Your 
Majesty," Meghari said. 

He's blowing bubbles of lies. Henka thought. 
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Stiffly, without any word, King Shinogu of the Six-Star clan retreated 
out of the door seal. 

"What do you mean, insulting Shinogu like that? You better have a 
good explanation for that, Minister! " 

"I'll make everything clear, Your Majesty," Meghari answered. There 
was no fear in his eyes. Evidently he did not fear Henka as much as the 
barons did. 

"A most interesting development has taken place today. Our shikikan 
squad to the lands above has been successful, Your Majesty," Meghari said. 
"But that is not all." 

"Is that true, Meghari? Great Lands! We will have our fill of hitsu 
again. But where are they? They deserve to be handsomely rewarded. Why, 
Shinogu needs to hear this too -" 

"Your Majesty, this is exactly why I have asked Shinogu to leave. Our 
shikikan squad has not returned. They have sent us a message, you majesty. 
According to the message, only one of the shikikans have survived the 
mission. The rest are dead. Not only has the shikikan found plenty of hitsu, 
she brought strange news. They have apparently located a race of intelligent 
flying creatures on the Lands Above, Your Majesty." 

"A race of flying creatures! InKeikai! How can that be? " 

"Your majesty, they exist. Another race of intelligent creatures, imagine 
that. And they have proposed to trade with us. For some reason, they want 
prods! Electric prods in exchange for hitsu, which they will strip off the seiki 
trees for us." 

"Prods." Henka thought. "This must mean they are fighting some sort of 
war. I wonder what they are up to." 

"At this moment, we do not need to be concern about that. Isn't it good 
enough that each of the two races have something that the other can give? 
They can strip hitsu from the seiki trees in all of the Lands. A whole forest of 
seiki trees! We can even deprive the other clans of hitsu." 

Henka did not respond. He was still thinking about the creatures' 
intention. 

"All we need is to answer their call, Your Majesty. They have requested 
for the plans for prod making, and we are to supply the batteries to power 
them," said Meghari. "The agreement will be achieved once we bring an 
initial supply of these to an atoll, the designated meeting point. Let me show 
you the map. Here it is, Your Majesty. We have slightly more than a day to 
the meeting time." 
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"Amazing, that such creatures could learn and understand the power 
behind such a weapon," Henka again mused about the strange creatures 
rather than getting his mind to concentrate on the practical implications of 
the contact. 

Realizing that his king was distracted, Meghari quickly continued. "Yes, 
Your Majesty. Think of your fame, and how far your name will spread in the 
flows of history," Meghari said. "The first king to make contact with land 
creatures." 

Finally, Henka broke out of his reverie, but he did hear what Meghari 
had said all these while. "But getting the prodmasters of the Academy to 
release their schematics will require some persuasion." 

At that moment, there was a buzz at the door seal. King Henka turned, 
and closed the contact to the buzzer, indicating the permission to enter. 

The seal opened. King Shinogu was at the door, and with him, a Hard- 
Circle guard. "Your Majesty, King Shinogu was listening at the door seal." 

"Thank you. We'll take it from here, soldier," said Henka. 

As soon as the guard left, Meghari blew accusingly at King Shinogu. 
"When I said I have matters to say in private, I mean that you should not 
attempt to eavesdrop upon us. Is there no honour in the Six-Star Clan, that 
even the king would stoop so low? " 

"You have the courage to say that to me, Minister? In view of what you 
have said just now, which I have overheard in whole, I think I am the one 
that should ask you to account for your honour," King Shinogu said. His eye- 
stalks were firm. "And you, Henka, I trusted you. I put myself under the 
scrutiny of your court to appease and persuade them to cooperate with us, to 
remind them of the desperate times we're having. Is this the way to treat a 
friend, Henka. Don't you remember my plea to you a moon ago? " 

"I remember, friend Shinogu. I am sorry, and I apologise for whatever 
my minister here has done." Henka said calmly, trying to appease the angry 
King of the Six-Star clan. He turned to Meghari. "You have a lot of 
explaining to do, Meghari." 

"Yes, you have indeed, Minister," Shinogu demanded. "The shikikan 
squad on the secret mission to the Lands included four of my elite troops. If 
anything, I am at least entitled to this report. I am also willing to contribute to 
this trade with batteries from the forges of my own clan, in exchange for 
hitsu." 

"What have you got to say for such inexcusable behaviour, Minister? 
Explain yourself, or it is shisan for you! " King Henka roared angrily, 
bubbles streaming out from his blowhole. 
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Meghari swam out of his harness and stood in a defiant stance. "I am a 
patriot, Your Majesty," Meghari said. "And I am but your most loyal servant. 
I am willing to die for my family, my house, and you, my King, and my clan. 
But never will I allow the Six-Star Clan to steal glory from this historic 
meeting with an alien species. Never. Everything I do, I do for the honour of 
my clan." 

"You were there at our meeting, at the ceremony of joining," King 
Shinogu said. "Why did you not protest then? If you had made your 
displeasure known, I would have not pressed Henka that much." 

"Your Majesty, I have nothing against you personally. But I am a 
patriot, and I cannot wash away the fact that my grandfather died in a war 
against you Six-Stars," Meghari said. "Anyway, I did not know of your pact 
until that very day itself. I was there only as a witness." 

"Minister, that was half a lifetime and two Kings ago. Since then, the 
Six-Stars have maintained neutrality with us, until now." Henka protested. 

"Yes, half a lifetime. But not long enough for me to pass on to the 
Lands, and my experience of the war with the Six Stars will not be forgotten 
so easily. This echo will run forever in my mind ocean." Meghari said. "And 
I am not alone in these sentiments, as you well know. Desist this alliance 
with the Six-Star Clan immediately." 

"Ignore that, Henka. It is a diversion," Shinogu said shrewdly. "I remind 
you that I have overheard your whole conversations. Are you sure you have 
nothing to add to your most amazing story? " 

"Nothing," Meghari said flatly, a hostile look in his eyes. 

"Really? Don't you find this story of sentient flying creatures a bit too 
far-fetched to be true? That they should show interest in our prods, the 
precise tools of our war, is an amazing coincidence is it not? " 

"I assure you, everything I have said is true," Meghari said. 

"Really? I believe that amazing claims must be backed with amazing 
evidence," King Shinogu said. "And I find it ridiculous - shocking even, that 
you, Henka, can listen to his story with no hint of doubt. Are you sure he has 
put nothing in your hitsu? What kind of armoury are you trying to build, 
Meghari? " 

At his suggestion, King Henka' s eye-stalks pulled out in surprise, his 
irises narrowing suspiciously at Meghari. 

"Don't listen to him, Your Majesty," Meghari stated confidently. "He's 
merely gulping kihon in an barren sea." 

"Fine. I shall take you at your word, and suppose that everything you 
have said is true," Shinogu said. "Even so, there are still gaping holes in your 
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story. For example, the very idea of transporting hitsu in the oceans is 
ridiculous, even if these creatures can fly them here. Wet hitsu soften and 
become inedible." 

"Consider this container, Your Majesty," said Meghari smoothly as he 
pulled it out of the sack next to him. The two kings had seen the sack but did 
not expect it to be anything but an ordinary sack containing ordinary stuff. 
"This was the container the flying creatures gave us. See its design? Never 
seen it before, right? Now let me open it." 

Meghari pulled open the lid, bubbles streamed out as the water filled the 
container. Hitsu was in the bowl, and both kings brought a bit of the fresh 
sample to their mouths. "With this, Your Majesty, an invention of the flying 
creatures, transporting hitsu in waters is not a problem." 

Despite the new evidence, Shinogu nevertheless felt that Meghari was 
hiding something. "There's another problem. How did you know that the 
flying creatures have proposed a trade? How can we even trust them, even if 
we trusted you, a keikain? " 

"He is right, you know, Meghari." Henka pointed out. "Why should we 
even trust these creatures? Could they mean us harm? " 

"We must. Because we have nothing to lose," Meghari cried rightly. 

"That is assuming that you are telling us the truth, which I doubt," 
Shinogu said. "What was in that message from the shikikan that made you 
believe them? Who brought the message here in the first place? Do you 
have a spy among them that I don't know about? " 

He was in his prime here. It was his arena - the combat of words and 
logic. He had honed this skill in his court for ages. That was the advantage of 
having a free and open court, where barons all could argue their points 
without fear of the shisan. This was what made the federation strong in its 
time. Even now in these dark times, such talent was still needed. 

"As Minister of Intelligence and an honourable patriot, I refuse to 
answer that question," Meghari said. 

"No. Answer that question, Meghari. Didn't you promise me a moon 
ago? No more tricks, I demanded. What of it? " Henka said. 

Meghari felt cornered, like a piece of kihon on its way into the gullet of 
a keiooki. He had no choice but to answer. "Yes, I have promised. I have a 
spy in that squad of shikikan." 

"Why don't you just show us that message, and let it answer itself, 
Minister Meghari? " demanded Shinogu. Meghari said nothing, and stood, 
unmoving. He made no attempt to respond to the order. 
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Seeing no response, Shinogu approached Meghan's harness, and picked 
up the slate on the floor. "Is this it? It is. I see the truth in your eyes. Let me 
read it aloud." 

After hearing the letter, Henka was stunned. His eye- stalks were tugged 
erect in a shocked visage. Shinogu however, broke the silence with a 
whooping sound of bubbles bursting forth. The King of the Six-Star Clan 
almost lost any semblance of dignity as he wheeled around excitedly. 

"Baron Doku! He is alive! That young courageous baron that showed 
me scant respect. The Diamonds wiped out his House, but he lives! Great 
Aulerka blesses him truly." 

While Shinogu was blowing bubbles of excitement and jubilation, 
Henka was glaring at his Minister of Intelligence. Finally Henka blew out his 
words in a boiling rage that threatened to spew out like an vent. "You traitor! 
You sent another squad behind my back. That squad was not the squad I sent. 
The squad I sent was Squad Nine-Crest, wasn't it? " 

Shinogu's elation subsided quickly as he finally grasped the reason why 
Henka was so angry with his minister. He asked Henka, "You mean, this is 
not the squad that made up of my four shikikans? There is another squad in 
this mission? I supposed the Honki mentioned in this letter is also not the 
Honki of your squad." 

"No, King Shinogu," Meghari decided to told them the truth. "Your 
Majesty, do you remember the time I told you that we arrested a provincialier 
healer and you wanted to interview him personally out of my presence? I 
suspect that there are stirring currents in the water. So instead of sending the 
real Honki to you, I sent my operative. My operative told me that you wanted 
a keikain who is not under my command to gather information for you. You 
must have plan this joining of armies before then. You added him to the 
shikikan Squad Nine-Crest and chose him for the mission to the Lands. As 
for the real Honki, I have placed him in my own squad. Without him 
knowing it, he was actually helping me." 

"So you admit that you have deceived me, don't you? " said Henka, his 
iris narrowed. "You did not want to share the hitsu they found with the Hard- 
Circles only, did you not? " 

"Actually, Your Majesty, what I had only intended was to make the 
Squad Nine-Crest a diversion for my Three-Crest mission for the glory of our 
Hard-Circle Clan. The outcome shows that I was right. See which squad 
succeeded? The reason why my squad and not your 'combined' army squad 
succeeded was because I had enlisted the help of the nomads - those clanless 
keikians that roam the northern seas. They cooperated because I spared them 
the shisan that you had ordered for them. The nomads have always travelled 
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inland to find hitsu. It is because of them that we have found the hitsu 
source." 

"No, Yayaki was the reason for the success. The rest of the squad was 
wiped out, if the letter is right," Shinogu said. "Anyway, who brought this 
letter to us? " 

"Some farmer from the house of Linoka, in the far west," Meghari said. 

"You did not reward him, did you? No, I suspected not," Henka said. 
"You are a sea-bottom slug, Meghari." 

"A loyal one and a patriot, sir. One that does not consort with foreign 
powers, Your Majesty." 

"No. You have disobeyed and deceived your King. Even I, a tolerant 
king would send you to shisan if you are my subject," said King Shinogu, 
disgusted with Meghari. 

"No, Shinogu. That would be too easy on him," said King Henka. 
"Death for him would be a mere passing on to the Lands Above. I want this 
slug to suffer for his lies to me. " 

Henka looked at Meghari and clicked formally. "From now on, you will 
no longer be my most trusted minister. You are now demoted to Minister of 
Supply. I shall issue a royal decree proclaiming this to be true, and branding 
you a most disfavoured servant of the court. From now on, you will face the 
rest of the courts and the civil servants alone, without royal authority and 
without my backing. If I recall, many keikains of the court have some reason 
to hate you. Enjoy your change in career, Meghari! " 

Shinogu remained silent as Henka continued. "As Minister of Supply, 
your first job of the day is to procure an adequate supply of prods and 
batteries. Better do your job well, Meghari. If not it will not be just you going 
to shisan but your entire family! " 

"Hurry along now, Minister. Or we'll miss our appointment with these 
flying creatures." said Shinogu with a smile. 
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Minister and Prod-Dealer 

"What do you mean - you demand to have all my prods at a low price? " 
Kraheiga asked angrily. "You still owe me a favour, Meghari." 

"It concerns the vital interest of the clan," Minister Meghari explained. 
"By the order of King Henka. Right now." 

"You can't do this. I am an honest trader," Kraheiga complained. 
"Look, I have always supplied the court with prods at this price -" 

Bubbles of lies. Meghari knew that Kraheiga had pushed the price very 
high. "And therefore you can make an exception for me." 

"No! It will be bad for business," Kraheiga said. "I refuse to do it. 
Sorry, get your prods elsewhere." 

"I trust you, Kraheiga." 

"Trust. That's not the same as now," Kraheiga said. "Sure, I have helped 
you now and then. Masquerade as a prod-dealer what was that name of that 
healer again? Honki? " 

"Do you want me to ask King Henka for a royal summon? Or are you 
just going to give it to me, in return for the privilege you have had for having 
connections to the court? " 

"No way. I heard rumours that you are no more the Minister of 
Intelligence. Come clean with me, Meghari." 

"News travel fast." Meghari blew his bubbles slowly. "It is only one 
zhikan ago that the king announced the news of my change of status." 

"No, Meghari. Bad news travel fast, and you are bad news," Kraheiga 
said boldly, fearing Meghari no more. "Sorry, no deal." 

"If you do me this favour, I assure you that your future as a prod dealer 
will be greatly favoured by King Henka," said Meghari. Come on you, small- 
time trader, just give me this chance to untaint myself to Henka. But he could 
not voice his displeasure. His desperation showed through. 

"Your assurances as Minister of Supply are worthless to me, Meghari. 
Sorry about that. Nothing personal." said Kraheiga flatly. "Trade is trade, and 
business is business. If I don't profit, then I don't care." 

Very well then, you sea-floor slug. Meghari saw no point in pushing the 
trader further. He turned to leave the market-place. Kraheiga, seeing his 
dejected expression, said, "I can't grant you any favours, but I sure can give 
free advice. I suggest you try the prod-dealers outside the capital city. Most 
would have heard of your circumstances, but maybe you can find one that 
has not heard of your demotion. There's bound to be some. Just look harder, 
Meghari." 
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Meghari said nothing and did not look back. But he did hear the last 
words of Kraheiga. It made a lot of sense. Any keikain that had not heard of 
his demotion would still regard him as the Minister of Intelligence. A plan to 
salvage his reputation began to form in his mind. 
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Chapter 18. 



The Roots of Triumph 



Biologist and Shootling 

/ must get some sleep. Must maintain a disciplined routine. It was deep in the 
night but Prince Anagin could not sleep. Questions floated like keiookis in 
his mindwaters, refusing to rest. He tossed about uncomfortably in his sleep 
harness. Finally, he gave up and crawled out of his harness. 

He turned on the lamp and moved towards the pile of slates that had 
accumulated on one side of the dome. They were the records of his 
experiments on the seiki plant. He had extracted from its leaves the substance 
that gave the leaves its different colours. Even the presence of small holes on 
the trunk had not escaped him. 

Still he was dissatisfied. Of what use are all these small, little facts? 
Anyone with patience could have found them! Anagin blew bubbles of 
frustration at the triviality of his work. It was the absence of a single coherent 
picture about the seiki plant that irritated him. 

The Prince of the Diamond Clan walked towards the seiki in the 
capsule. He looked at the capsule. Without the atmospheric capsule, it would 
not survive in the waters here. There is no way we can even try to grow it 
underwater. No way. The seiki tree is quite unlike the suishoku plant. 

He examined the seiki shootling critically. He had gone through every 
spot of the plant in great detail. Every question about it that was amenable to 
scrutiny, he had examined. 

Why does the plant change the colour of its leaves constantly? This 
question had intrigued him the most. Anagin sidled up to the glass panel of 
the atmospheric capsule. He ran his eyes across the layer of leaves, watching 
the shifting colour patterns. Is there a pattern to it at all? There must be, for 
the biologist in him knew that there was a purpose to it. 

He shifted position, and stared at the plant again from behind. There was 
absolutely no sense to the colourings. They did not seem to respond to 
external conditions of food or water. They just changed, for no apparent 
reason. Irises dilated, he watched the pattern for a long time. The hypnotic 
effect of the reds and greens took over, and without him knowing it, Anagin 
lapsed into a slumber that was peaceful and restful. 

/ have fallen asleep. Anagin noted as he shook himself awake. Suddenly 
he felt the flush of blood pouring into his eye-stalks. A discovery! A flash of 
insight gushed through his mindwaters. He noticed that the top branch of the 
plant changed colours in a much slower, less agitated fashion. Yes, yes, yes! 
It seemed to be alternating between red and green at a constant rate! 



45 



Then suddenly, the leaves on the top branch abruptly flickered from 
green to red, then back to all green. All along, the colour transitions had been 
smooth. This is something new! 

He crept closer against the glass, his excitement at the break through 
apparent from the round bubbles that he blew. The leaves on the top branch 
flickered three times now. 

Anagin bubbled excitedly. More flashes came, seven in all. 

Why seven? Is there any meaning to the number? The Chief Biologist 
frowned. Or am I just trying to find meaning where none is present? 

Then it dawned upon him. Bubble! The flashes were the same in 
number as the bubbles he blew! This time, he controlled his breath, and blew 
one, two, three and four bubbles. The same number of flashes appeared. 
Casting his thoughts back, Anagin recalled that the plant had not responded 
in this way. Doubts flew through his mind. Is this a mere physiological 
response? Or does it mean that it was communicating with me? Does it 
mean that the seiki plant is intelligent in a certain sense? 

Anagin knew that he was entertaining the thought of an intelligent plant. 
The air in the waters here must be getting thinner. The prince smiled, for he 
knew that his crazy idea might really be true. 

The Chief Biologist knew that much more work had to be done to verify 
his idea. It was a mere beginning, but he was determined to find out. The 
truth would be uncovered, now that he had an idea of what it was. 
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Scientist and Breakthrough 

"Nature has boundless imagination," Dukryn said. He was once again awed 
by his recent discovery. He and Conare were in the glass shelter, packing the 
cards. The sky had greyed by the time they completed their last round of 
experiment for the day with the Bybeyn tree. 

Who would have thought that the Bybeyn is intelligent? Dukryn 
thought with a smile. 

All the hivers in S'Hai had come to visit the glass shelter over the past 
zhold. The healthy bybeyn tree within the glass shelter was a great contrast to 
the dying trees standing out in the open. No hiver now doubted the success of 
Dukryn's wild idea, and the whole hive was currently involved in 
implementing the idea at a much bigger scale. They were building a glass 
shelter, one large enough to cover entire valley. 

Initially, Dukryn had thought that he would be in charge of this huge 
building project, leaving him no time to continue his research. Fortunately, to 
his mild surprise, Leeben, the S'Hai administrator, volunteered to take charge 
of it. They realized that the risk-averse Leeben would not take up a plan that 
had little chance of success. The situation was different now. Dukryn's idea 
had not only been proven to be feasible, it was now considered to be a great 
success. So now Leeben and the architects were busy coordinating the 
building of the glass shelters while Conare and Dukryn returned to their 
experiment. 

"Either that ,or Nature has a great sense of humour and treats her 
creations as jokes," Conare countered, his cheek ridges raised. "Now I wish 
someone would call me a bybeyn tree." 

Dukryn chuckled at his friend's suggestion. Every hivers believed that 
plants to be lower life forms and hence had no intelligence. The flashing 
bybeyn tree was flamboyant and eye-catching, so the hivers liked to use 
'bybeyn' to describe hivers who were stupid and flashy. In the light of their 
discovery, the meaning of the idiom would have to change. The bybeyn tree 
was not what they had supposed it was. 

Their findings would not just change the idiomatic expressions of the 
hivers. There would be far-reaching repercussions in many aspects of their 
life. Most importantly, the new findings posed a serious challenge to the 
Pathfinders. Hivers would no longer be the only species to claim sentience. If 
the Fayzhons were the special ones of Triad and Trillium, then what of the 
Bybeyn? Merely to provide nectar for hivers? However the discovery would 
not contradict the principle of evolution. Sentience of both the bybeyn trees 
and the hivers could still be explained scientifically. 

"Conare, I think your idea makes sense. Both the hivers and the bybeyn 
trees started without much intelligence, let alone sentience. When hivers 



began harvesting nectar from the dangerous bybeyn tree, they had to become 
more intelligent to avoid the trap. The bybeyn tree, in turn, evolved to keep 
up and survive. This would mean that the two species were mutually 
boosting each other to sentience. Isn't that a fascinating thought? " asked 
Dukryn. His throat sac glowed a deeper shade of green. 

"That is just our hypothesis, but it does sound plausible." Conare said. 
He was rather proud that it was he who first thought of the co-evolution of 
sentience. 

The thought of the religious upheaval that the discovery would create 
prompted Dukryn to start on another track of thought, "I wonder if the 
Bybeyn tree has a religion like us." 

Conare was about to puff his throat sac three times to indicate that that 
the notion was ridiculous. But when he thought of what they had recently 
discovered, he was not sure any more. "Why not? " Conare asked, prepared 
to accept any answer regarding the bybeyn. 

"We can't ask that question yet, even if we want to. The vocabulary 
exchange is still at the stage of numbers and common objects like the sun, 
moon, trees, hivers and other things that we can point to them. How do you 
propose we introduce the concept of religion to the Bybeyn? " Dukryn asked. 

"That will be hard. I do not even know how to start. How are we going 
to solve this problem? You know that sooner or later we will have to ask 
them about concepts. How do you talk about good and evil, happiness and 
sadness? Things that makes us hivers? We do not even know whether they 
have emotions," said Conare. 

"I have no idea either. We will have to face them one at a time. 
Anyway, once we release this discovery to others, we will no longer be the 
only one researching on this. With many more keshuekas in this field, the 
exchange of vocabulary would be much faster. Once we have built up a 
sufficient pool of words, we can begin to research on their culture." Dukryn 
was optimistic about the problem. 

"Why not break the news now? " Conare asked. "We need the help." 

Dukryn stopped fiddling with the improved card system that they had 
constructed and looked at his partner. "We can. Let's arrange a 
demonstration." Looking at his partner's throat sac, he knew that Conare was 
plotting mischief again. He smiled, "You have something in mind? " 

"Well, I can have some fun tomorrow. I'll make a fool of myself before 
the demonstration. That would prompt someone to insult me by comparing 
me to a bybeyn. I want to look at his throat sac after we have shown them the 
irrefutable proof of the tree's sentience," Conare laughed. 
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The Blade and the Wildness 



"What do you mean 'it's not right'? " Fenjin's tone was full of challenge. 
Some of the renegades who overheard the question stopped their blade 
training and gathered around them. 

It was mid-morning and Diawyn was observing the renegades practising 
with the steel blades that were given to them. "I do not mean to criticise your 
strokes. But they are different from what we have learnt in yongshei blade 
training." Diawyn replied with a slightly deflated throat sac to show that she 
meant no harm. She was anxious not to antagonize the renegades. They had 
followed her back to the Sky Port after they had agreed to ally with the exiled 
Senya government. Xayken had personally welcomed them. Arousing 
speeches were given by both sides to see beyond their differences and work 
together. But their alliance was still very fragile as each side was still wary of 
the other. This was inevitable. Two centuries of habits could not be forgotten 
so easily. 

"You did not say 'different'. Just now you commented that our strokes 
were 'not right'." Fenjin refused to let Diawyn off so easily. This had not 
been the first time that some over-sensitive renegades had misinterpreted a 
hiver. The hivers were also very conscious of the renegades' presence among 
them. 

"I have used the wrong word. I apologize for any misunderstanding 
created." Let's hope he will drop the issue. As the TruthSeeker envoy for the 
renegades, Diawyn had been lubricating the friction between the hivers and 
the renegades. However this time, she herself was caught in a 
misunderstanding. 

"Do not have to worry, Diawyn. Fenjin is just being difficult." 

Diawyn turned around to look at the renegade who came to her help. 
The other renegades also turned, and when they saw the speaker, all deflated 
their throat sacs respectfully. 

"Ninhu," said all the renegades. 

Diawyn saw that the nyan renegade was old, very old. He could even be 
close to thirty hatches, some six hatches older than the average lifespan of 
hivers. Such long-lived Fayzhons were rare. Is that why he is so highly 
respected? 

"She is unfamiliar with our way of life. We should not be harsh on her." 
Ninhu told the renegades who had gathered. 

"Yes, Ninhu. You are right." Fenjin said humbly. He turned to Diawyn 
and said, "Your comments did not really irk me that much. I was, as Ninhu 
said, just trying to be difficult. I beg for your forgiveness." Anger and 
challenge evaporated from his tone. 
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Diawyn was almost taken aback by Fenjin's apology. The old renegade 
seems very influential. Could he be one of the wing leaders like Fenjin? But 
I have not seen him before. "I was also in the wrong. I will watch my words 
more carefully from now on," Diawyn responded, her throat sac slightly 
deflated. 

"Get back to your training," Ninhu told the renegades. They paid their 
respect again before resuming their blade practice. 

"Diawyn, would you like to accompany this old Fayzhon for a while? " 

She was slightly taken aback by the question. "It's my honour," she 
replied. 

They flew away from the Sky Port. Around them, the air was cool and 
for once in quite a while, the sun could be seen in the sky. 

As they came upon a wide clearing, Ninhu asked, "Why don't we rest 
here?" 

Diawyn flexed her throat sac. They landed on the clearing. What is his 
intention? Diawyn was perplexed but did not voice out her question. 

"Our strokes do seem erratic and 'not right' from your eyes, don't they? 
" Ninhu asked. 

So, he is also particular about that. "The strokes are very different from 
that I learnt as a yongshei," replied Diawyn. 

"Do you mind showing me some of the strokes that you have learnt? " 

Diawyn thought for a while then flexed her throat sac. "I don't see why 
not." She took out her three Trillium blades. "I will show you the Wave 
Blossom Strokes. They were specially developed to be used with three 
blades. There are thirty strokes, with each stroke having four to twelve 
possible transformations." With that, she jumped and spread her wings. 
Hovering just about three jees above the ground, she began to weave her 
blades through the air, spinning them into small waves and then pushing it 
towards her imaginary opponent. She herself also moved and spun with the 
wind, never static in a single place. The waves rushed out one at a time, each 
one more powerful than the previous stroke. At the end of the thirty strokes, 
the blades seemed to be lingering everywhere in front of her creating an 
illusion of a blossom. 

"Quite spectacular," Ninhu commented. "But you have failed to harness 
its full potential." 

Surprised and puzzled by his comment, Diawyn' s throat sac fluttered. 
She had always thought that she had mastered the Blossom Wave Strokes. 
Many moons had been spent perfecting them. Her strokes were more 
powerful and the blade blossom was much larger than her peers. Even her 
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Four-Blade instructors were impressed by her strokes. "I do not understand 
what I have done wrong. I have not perfected the strokes, but I see no major 
flaw in them. Can you enlighten me? " 

"Your thirty strokes might be powerful because of the many 
transformations, but you have not utilize their fullest potential." Ninhu flexed 
his throat sac. "If you use these strokes one at a time, your opponents will 
always be able to counter your strokes" 

Diawyn felt a sliver of excitement flash through her throat sac. Ninhu 
was revealing to her a deeper understanding to the essence of blade fighting. 
Is he imparting me the renegades' blade essence? The simple words from the 
old renegade set fire to her thoughts. "Do you mean that if I merge the 
strokes together, no opponent will be able to block them? " 

Ninhu puffed his throat sac in gladness and his cheek ridges raised high. 
The old renegade could see that he had her full attention. "You do have the 
intelligence to go far in blade mastery. The essence of blade mastery is to be 
'alive'. Your blade must not be stubbornly following its trained path. If you 
know that your stroke will be blocked in a certain way, do you really need to 
carry through that stroke to its completion? Why not change your stance at 
mid-stroke? Make use of your opponent's weak points when he attacks. 
Even a Four-Blade master has weakness in every stroke. All you need to 
learn is to find these weak points. Remember, blades can be viewed as gusts 
of wind. Each blade should complement each other and flow from one form 
to another. Your strokes should not be contrived. Every wind has its place. 
Can you find a strong gale blowing below the canopy? But the strong wing 
above the canopy can change and flow gently between the vines and 
branches." 

"Yes, yes. 'Flow like the wind'. Why didn't I think of it? It's so 
RIGHT! " Diawyn exclaimed, her throat sac fluttering with happiness. 

"A stroke is just a set of blade movements that past yongsheis deemed 
powerful and thus used it frequently. The yongsheis have been following the 
strokes handed down through time. Rarely does one have the intelligence to 
invent their own strokes. Do you think just by strictly following what you 
have been taught in blade training, you will gain new heights in blade 
mastery? Can a hiver who has memorized a few poems claims to be a great 
poet? There has to be creativity! " 

"To be 'alive' is just the first step. No one but the wind can decide how 
it will flow when it encounters an obstacle. Once you have attained the stage 
where your blades no longer follow any particular stroke at all, then your 
opponent can never block your blades. You will then be on the path to 
perfect blade mastery," said Ninhu, flexing his throat sac. 
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Diawyn felt like she was flying into a wind that she had never ever 
dreamt exist before. It dazzled her and attracted her immensely. She was 
elated to hear of such different essence of blade mastery. 

"Now, why don't you try merging the thirty strokes in your Wave 
Blossom Strokes. If possible, try to forget all the strokes, leaving behind only 
the essence. But that might still be beyond you " 

"Merge the strokes," Diawyn murmured to herself. She bloated her 
throat sac and began to weave her three Trillium blades again. This time, she 
tried to weave and merge one stroke to the next one. It went against 
everything she had been instructed and felt rather awkward. Her first few 
strokes were merged, but with much difficulty. She was very conscious about 
the whole merging process. Gradually her mind loosened and so did her care 
about her strokes. Soon she could no longer tell whether she was at the end 
of one stroke or the beginning of another. Her waves were propagating 
outwards in great abandon, each one merging into the next. At the end of the 
thirty strokes, her waves blossomed. The blossom was not just in front of her, 
but all around her. With this as comparison, she finally understood why 
Ninhu had said she had not utilized the full potential of her strokes. 

During every yongshei blade practice, she had to fully concentrate and 
focus. Her attention was never lifted for a moment. The blade master who 
had trained her was strict. If she slightly deviated from the proper strokes, 
she would be forced to repeat the strokes again and again, until the strokes 
were perfected. Only then would she gain the approval from her blade 
master. Blade practice had always been tiring to her, not just physically but 
also mentally. However this time she was overjoyed. She did not need to 
focus on her blade strokes. Her blades seemed to move on their own accord. 
She was in one with her blades and in harmony with nature. How I wish 
Deymayn could learn this too. 
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Chapter 19. The Turning of Tides 



Prodigies and Duties 

"What? Dorayn has been captured? " Dukryn cried. His agitation turned his 
throat sac to saffron-yellow. "Is she safe? Who did it? How did it happen?" 
His anxiety and fear fluttered the throat sac between ashy white and yellow. 

Dukryn has just reached the Sky Port. He and a few keshuekas had 
dropped everything upon receiving the Z'Don's order. Xayken's letter was 
again delivered by Centimar. It instructed Dukryn and his team to reach the 
Sky Port in two days' time. No reason was given for the mad rush. Dukryn 
and Conare had to postpone the announcement of their latest discovery. 

Dukryn sensed that something was amissed when the Z'Don, Xiimen 
and Diawyn came to his cell shortly after he had settled down in Sky Port. 
But he did not think that he was to receive such terrible news from them. 

Xayken stood there with an apologetic look. "I'm sorry. It was I who 
caused her to be kidnapped? " 

"What? I don't understand? " 

"I'll tell you everything," said Xayken. 

Dukryn listened to Xayken's story. He forcefully willed himself to keep 
quiet until Xayken told him everything. Then he burst out. "You actually sent 
her into anger! " His cheek ridges twitched uncontrollably. "Why had you 
not told me earlier? Triad and Trillium! It has been more than a moon ago! 
" Dukryn 's throat sac was cerise red with anger. He did not expect the Z'Don 
to become so calculative. 

Xayken involuntarily took a step back. He felt the blast of anger from 
Dukryn. Xayken had known the exact repercussion when he chose to 
withhold the news of Dorayn's kidnap from Dukryn. But he had 
underestimated Dukryn's concern for Dorayn. Xayken was stunned for a 
while before he replied, "According to the latest report, Dorayn is safely in 
Capeborn under Deymayn's protection." 

"Deymayn? " 

"Yes, He is the Red Lord there and is co-ruling Capeborn with the Blue 
and White Lords," said Xayken. He had recovered his composure quickly. 

Dukryn calmed down a little. Deymayn was, after all, their fellow 
hatchling. But will he protect Dorayn? Deymayn was a traitor. Do I dare to 
raise my hope by counting on him to protect Dorayn? 
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Diawyn's throat sac darkened noticeably when Xayken mentioned 
Deymayn. She was there when Kuboto relayed the news to Xayken earlier. 
Everyone was stunned at the rapid developments in Capeborn. 

"That indeed is a very remarkable achievement even for a prodigy." 
Xayken had commented at that time. Diawyn knew the Z'Don was lamenting 
the loss of a talented hiver from the TruthSeekers. She was thoroughly 
confused. Should I feel proud of his achievement? Should I deflate my throat 
sac for his betrayal? Should I bloat my throat sac to show my utter rejection 
of him? The terrible tangle left by Deymayn constricted her. She fought hard 
to clear the tangle but all she could do was to keep the emotional debris from 
the rest of her mind, so that she could continue to perform her duty. She 
knew it was self-deception. Diawyn knew she should be clearing the mess 
sooner rather than later, but she simply did not have the courage. 

Diawyn bloated her throat sac consciously and turned her attention to 
reality. Dukryn's throat sac was still fluttering, but he had cooled down. He 
accepted a mug of kar from Xayken without a word. Xiimen took that as a 
sign that Dukryn was on the path of forgiving them and puffed his throat sac 
in relief. He had supported Xayken's decision to withhold the news from his 
student, but he regretted the pain that Dukryn had to suffer now. 

"I'm fine now," said Dukryn as he took control of his throat sac. "I 
withdraw my earlier statements. They were said in anger." 

"You have every right to be angry with us. But we know that you would 
understand our stance," the Z'Don explained. 

Dukryn bloated his throat sac and took a long sip from the mug. 

"Good. We still have work for you. I like your idea of using the 
Ookun's shell and Ianxan to overcome the ring wall of the hive. It is 
ingenious. The reds would never expect this tactic. We will have the element 
of surprise. We will launch our offensive very soon, so I ask your team to 
come over to Sky Port in such short notice," said the Z'Don. 

"Conare and many other keshuekas had their parts in formulating this 
plan too," Dukryn reminded him. 

"The whole S'Hai station has done well. Not only for the war but also 
for saving much of the ecosystem. Xiimen keeps reminding me of your glass 
shelter invention. We are glad that we still have three of the prodigies on our 
side," said the Z'Don. 

As he said that, Xayken stole a glance at Diawyn and saw a slight 
wavering of her throat sac. He knew his statement had taken its effect. 
Xayken sighed inwardly. He was deliberately manipulating his friends. He 
had to make sure that they would perform beyond their best capability. Using 
Deymayn's betrayal to fuel Diawyn's conviction in her service was similar to 
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using Dorayn's captivity to motivate Dukryn to help them win the war. The 
Z'Don was saddened that he had become the kind of manipulative hiver that 
he once loathed. 

"You mentioned earlier that you have something extraordinary to report 
to us," Xayken asked. 

Dukryn bloated his throat sac. "Yes. We have made a very important 
discovery. Not only will it change the way we view the world and how we 
view ourselves, it will also support our stand as TruthSeekers. Come to think 
of it, it might even be of direct help in retaking Wor Senya." 
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Echoate and Harem of Diamond Clan 

"That, you see, is the real problem. Getting the seiki trees to reproduce." 
Echoate Eisha explained eagerly to Yunuiga. Only a vacant and dilated iris 
stared back at him. "You understand? " 

Evidently, she didn't. Eisha sighed. You look so big and beautiful, and 
neither are you stupid, so why can't you understand? Even with the conquest 
of the shores from the Six-Stars and the Hard-Circles, the hitsu shortage 
could still be felt. Many keikains knew that he was in charged of the seiki 
research. Every time they saw him, they would ask him about his progress. 
Eisha faced tremendous pressure to produce positive result. But all he had 
nothing to show them. In desperation, he risked coming to the harem again as 
he urgently need the counsel of his emitsei. 

"Can't you see why I need my emitsei Anagin? " He wanted some 
response from the Concubine but feedback. None was forthcoming. Blowing 
bubbles of frustration, he asked, "Shall we go through this again? " 

"No, there is no need," said King Yashi's first concubine. "Pardon me 
for being keiooki-idiotic. I just don't see how Anagin can help you." 

"Yes! " Eisha's eye-stalks bobbed with relief. You do understand! At 
least enough to ask this question. "I'm stuck. My beloved emitsei would have 
better ideas of how to induce it to breed." 

"No, he won't. He does not have as extensive equipment as you have-" 

"He has equipment? I did not expect that." 

"Yes, he has," Yunuiga said. "Concubine Yunaiko has been speaking to 
the guards. They have allowed him access to books, slates and some simple 
equipment that they can bring in! " 

"He can work! That's a tremendous relief," Eisha blew round bubbles 
gladly. 

"Don't blow such round bubbles, Academician," Yunuiga said. "This is 
all done in dark waters. Due to lots of persuasion by Yunaiko." 

Eisha forced his eye-stalks to be still. He was always shocked at the 
trading of favours around the court. This is normal. It's the way the waves 
splash. He reminded himself that he was a provincialier on such issues. 

"Then you must let me see him." 

"No, he is not to have visitors," Yunuiga said, "The rule that the guards 
are most reluctant to break is this one: No visitors" 

"But they are going to the shisan anyway, if they are caught," Eisha 
said. "They might as well grant us this favour, if it could potentially reap 
great benefits to the clan, and possibly all of keikai." 
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Yunuiga could not help but blew bubbles of mirth. "You're just too 
logical, Academician. Nobody in the court thinks like that." 

Eisha ignored the jibe. He often encountered such criticism and some of 
them were even right. It was her playful manner that was more 
discomforting. He was after all in the harem at great personal risk. If King 
Yashi found out about this visit, there was no telling what could happen to 
him. 

"But you see how stuck in the hitsu research I am. I told you - I and my 
team can grow seiki in atmospheric capsules, although not to great heights. 
But every seiki we have grown so far was produced from a graft. We have 
determined that this has nothing to do with the lack of room or light or even 
warmth. We can even grow two and even three seikis in the same capsule, 
but they refuse to flower and bud seedlings. All they do is stand there and 
change red to yellow to green. We are missing many things, I tell you. 
Anagin, my beloved emitsei, he would have the insight to tell me what is 
wrong -" 

"But the guards refuse visitors." 

"Then you must get him out. It is the only way, or we would all die 
before the cycle is up." 

"That's impossible," Yunuiga said. "We can only help you by bringing 
messages. Surely you can write down what you need to say to my son, and 
let Yunaiko pass it to him, just like how she passed the plant to him the other 
time." 

"Yes, yes. But there is a limit to how much you can write on the slates ," 
Echoate Eisha was at loss to explain how difficult it was. "I need him to 
inspect my equipment, you get it? There are so many things I do not know. 
That is why I am still an echoate -" 

"Perhaps I have phrased myself murkily. What I am asking is why I 
should subject my son, Anagin, to such risks? " Yunuiga said. 

"Because he is not happy being shut up in his cell, however much 
freedom he is given to work! Don't you want to see your own son? " 
Suddenly, Eisha understood. You silly keikayu. Saving keikai is not really on 
your mind, is it? You just want your son to be safe. "It is not difficult to get 
him out, right? Just half a day. Then he can return with no one the wiser? " 

"You are asking me to do something very, very dangerous, 
academician," said Yunuiga with a resigned look. "If Yashi finds out, we'll 
all go to the shisan, even my son. For sure." 

"As opposed to what? All of us dying a slow death, shells softened, 
rotting away in our dome cities because of the lack of hitsu and our failure to 
understand such a simple plant? " Eisha sounded angry and desperate. "Great 
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Lands. If King Yashi continues to hold the sweet waters in the war, then we, 
the Diamond Clan are the best off. Think of what could be happening to my 
counterparts in the Six-Star Academy -" 

"Maybe not," the voice of Yunaiko responded. Both keikains turned and 
watched her enter through the dome seal. 

"You are back, New Concubine," Yunuiga addressed her formally. 

"Yes, First Concubine," Yunaiko said, a haggard look upon her visage. 
Blowing slow bubbles to catch her breath, she said, after much heaving. 
"Yashi's appetite seems unusually great today." 

"Is that so? " Yunuiga said, trying to sound nonchalant about it. "But is 
there any news? What do you mean by 'Maybe not'? " 

"Oh, I just heard from the Minister what's his name? Kurata? " She 
said. "He reports rumours that the enemies' morale is rather high. According 
to his spies, the morale of Six-Star and Hard-Circle troops have suddenly 
improved in the past few days." 

"Is that true? And this Kurata told you this? " 

"No, I overheard this while laying on the harness, while Yashi was 
attending to official matters on the dome next door." 

"Their soldiers seem brighter and more refreshed." She added. "Like 
they have had fresh hitsu, although no one has hikonkii for a long time." 

"And how did Yashi take this news? " Yunuiga asked. 

"With great anger, of course." 

"Typical. Someday that old vent is going to blow his shell into pieces, if 
he doesn't control himself," Yunuiga mused. 

"And we better get ready. He wants to inspect the harem tonight," 

Yunuiga' s distant eyes returned in surprise. Irises narrowing, she asked, 
"What? Why?" 

"I don't know, but he had better leave, about now." Yunaiko pointed to 
Eisha. 

"Do you think King Yashi is on to us? " Eisha asked, feeling the need to 
flee on hearing this. "Has he found out about our arrangement? " 

"He has not. If he had, he wouldn't have let me overhear this, get it? 
That's simple logic, echoate, " Yunaiko said, playfully indulging the 
academician. 

"Out, Eisha. Get out of the harem now," Yunuiga ordered. 
"I'm going. But promise me that you'll get Anagin out, please! " 
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"Say no more. Do I have to show you the door? " 

Seeing the unsaid answer in her meaningful stare, he retreated out of the 
door seal without further prompting. 
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Prodmaster and the battle front 

The tide of war was turning, and throughout the Combined Army, morale 
rose. The supply of hitsu from their avian ally set the warm current on it path. 
The moons of renewed fighting allow the Hard-Circle Clan to finally take 
back a significant portion of their shores. It did not matter that the trees had 
been mercilessly plundered of hitsu. The shoreline trees had been stripped, 
most injuriously so, and no bark would ever grow back in moons to come. 

There was the victorious feeling of seeing the mighty Diamond Clan 
retreating eastwards and abandoning their successive fortifications along the 
northern shores. With each victory, the Combined Army gained confidence, 
bloodlust, and hunger for the strength-giving kihon meals, laced 
surreptitiously with life-giving hitsu. 

The most prolonged and excessive battle was the last one that 
completely retook the Hard-Circle shores, leaving the way open for the 
assault on the original Six-Star borders. It was in this battle that the Diamond 
Clan, reduced to fighting a defensive position, responded with deadly 
viciousness. 

Hard-Circle Prodmaster Jigokha was the commander of one such squad 
in that charge. He swam in agitated circles around his platoon, which was 
hiding amongst an archipelago of islands just a few hundred lengths from the 
front. From the clicks, he and his squad could sense some hints of the battle. 

Furious fighting must be taking place right now. Jigokha thought. But 
the islands blocked most of their clicks and they could not tell which side 
was winning. 

Jigokha was impatient, and longed for the loud hail that was the signal 
for them to charge. The wait was long, and he could not stand it. He regretted 
being part of the second wave of attackers, tasked to assault and move in 
when the enemy had been softened by a full scale attack. It was more 
exciting to be part of the first wave. 

"Stop moving," his deputy told him. "We will give ourselves away, 
stirring the waters with all that swimming." 

But Jigokha ignored the rebuke. They were hiding at the leeside of the 
islands, surrounded by irregular rock formations. Nobody could possibly 
make out the vibrations of keikains swimming within the multitude 
reflections on the irregular rocks. 

"You are not setting a good example for your subordinates," his deputy 
said again. Jigokha stared at his deputy. They did not respect him, his 
subordinates. He could see it in their manners. But he was their sergeant, and 
he outranked them. And he was the best prodfighter of them all. So he 
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ignored them and continued in his agitated swim. Come on, come on, I didn't 
come to the front to wait. I came to fight the Diamond troops. 

"What's taking them so long? " His deputy asked. In truth he was just as 
impatient as Jigokha. But unlike Jigokha, the deputy was not a soldier who 
distinguished himself as a prodfighter. He was one who followed orders 
strictly and professionally. 

"I don't know," Jigokha said. "Those Six-Star troops are taking an 
awfully long time with the enemy. When is it going to our turn? " 

And then the booming hail sounded. It was that of a keiooki, amplified 
by loud hailer. The signal spread out around the islands, bellowing and 
echoing about. 

"That's it. We go," his deputy said excitedly. 

"Wait, that does not sound like it," Jigokha said. "Our signal to go isn't 
supposed to be that low " 

"You are not afraid, aren't you? " 

"It is true. I have heard it before. It is not supposed to be like that," 
Jigokha insisted. "Hear it again." 

He did not complete his explanation. Loud plunging sounds came from 
above, followed by the splashings. The platoon stared at the lighted water 
above them. The splashings were not stones, but keikains. Diamond-backed 
keikains waving prods entered the water by plunging through the surface. 

"It's an ambushed! " Jigokha clicked, hoping to alert other Hard-Circles 
soldiers who were further away. 

The platoon scattered, but five from his platoon was taken out in the 
surprise attack. The rest quickly slithered away into the archipelago of 
islands. 

As Jigokha darted away, he could hear the commander of the attackers 
screaming out at all his troops. "Charge! Take them all down. Leave none 
alive!" 

Jigokha knew that he could not take out a whole group, but he could 
lure them away, and kill them all, one by one. 

An enemy keikain swam past him, and Jigokha stunned him dead with a 
broad sweep of his prod. He swam on, picking up six pursuers. Around him, 
many more of his own keikains died, but Jigokha could not worry about that 
in the chaos. 

He swam hard, darting into and out of rock formations to shake off his 
pursuers. But they were not fooled by his diversions, and followed 
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tenaciously. Finally, he found a small opening. It was an undersea cave just 
him enough for him to fit in. In he went, breathing hard from the exertion. 

Two of his pursuers were taken out as they tried to go in through the 
opening after him. The other four approached cautiously, and waited outside 
the cave opening. 

But Jigokha never gave them time to seal off the hole. He shot out 
again, taking one out in that surprise move. His powerful strokes carried him 
downwards, to the depths of the seafloor. The murky water swirled around 
him, obscuring his vision, but could feel the clicking of his pursuers behind. 
They used echolocation, just like he did. 

Another rock formation ahead. Another chance to take them out. He 
turned a corner, and despaired. A wall of rock loomed in front of him. Must 
look for a way out. Jigokha urged himself. Quickly, he reoriented and swam 
upwards, following the craggy surface of the rock wall to the surface. But his 
pursuers gained on him. 

And then he dived, reversing his direction suddenly. It was the same 
trick, but the pursuers were too slow to react to it. Another one was stunned 
to death by his prod, when he darted past him. And then Jigokha curved up 
and away from the rock wall, out in the direction he had come from. 

Only two more followed him. But another one soon slumped dead, as he 
ambushed them from behind. He had swam around the rock formation and 
came in from behind. The last enemy keikain darted away, well out of his 
reach. But Jigokha chased him this time. He blew bubbles of delight. Come 
back! I am just starting to enjoy this! 

He gained on his former pursuer. Suddenly, the enemy stopped and 
stuck out his prod at Jigokha. Prod clashed upon prod, producing the noxious 
smell of oxygen. Keikain now faced keikain in the traditional posture of 
challenge. Jigokha circled around, watching the keikain carefully. He taunted 
him, "Give up! I am one of the best prodmasters around. Surrender and I'll 
let you live." 

But his enemy did not. Instead, he suddenly thrust out his prod as 
Jigokha swam pass. Jigokha flicked off his prod. The enemy prod sailed off 
into the depths below. 

Without his prod, the keikain was as good as dead. Jigokha laughed as 
he continued his pursuit. "That was for ambushing us! You Diamonds think 
you are smart, flanking us from the island shores above, don't you. Give up, 
and surrender. Don't force me to waste a charge on you." 

The enemy beat his retreat, and Jigokha blew after him, taunting him 
with chants of "kihon-coward". When his shadow had disappeared in the 
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murky distance, Jigokha turned, his thoughts now refocused on how to help 
the soldiers under his charge. 

But the waves of approaching fronts rippled past him. His training 
reacted on instinct, causing him to flip in a loop to face the enemy. But the 
relentless Diamond soldier had gotten in a stab, and blood oozed out of his 
underbelly. The soldier had returned to play Jigokha's trick back at him. 
Darting forward, he lashed out at Jigokha. Jigokha screamed. His eye-stalk! 
It bled and his vision clouded over. More stabs came. Stabs from an ancient 
cutting weapon. A knife. 

Jigokha waved his prod uselessly, but the breath of the enemy always 
stayed just underneath him. He felt the one-handed clutching grasp of the 
Diamond clan soldier. The other was stabbing and slashing at his vulnerable 
underbelly. Jigokha roared and screamed. But the stabs came again and again 
until he blacked out totally. 

Jigokha was found, floating in the undulating mid-sea currents, a 
hundred lengths south of the archipelago, by victorious soldiers of the 
Combined Army. Left for dead, it was a miracle that he did not die. 
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Academician and the air battle 

"Academician, please hurry up. We are running out of time," said Nurata, the 
new Minister of Intelligence of the Diamond Clan, impatiently. 

"I am going as fast as I can, Minister," Konlatru explained. "You see, I" 

"You don't need to explain. Just do your work and get the water pump 
ready," Nurata said. 

Konlatru blew bubbles of frustration and climbed up on the keiooki's 
shell. He had to make sure that the pump sat firmly on the keiooki's shell. 
The keiooki floated on the water surface with the guidance of a 
keiookimaster. After a while, Konlatru splashed into the sea again. His dive 
disturbed the weight keiooki's shell, and the beast of burden protested. It 
attempted to dive into the depth of the sea, but it was prevented by the 
keiookimaster, who coaxed it into obedience. 

The keiookimaster blew bubbles of apology. "Sorry Konlatru. I can't 
stop the keiooki from fidgeting. We shouldn't really blame it. The gadget on 
its back is too bulky." 

"Just a little while more, and the gadget will be ready." Konlatru spoke 
through his frustration. He saw no point in venting it as it would not help 
hastening the progress. He closed the lid on the water pump, and tightened 
several straps to put the pump firmly into place on the keiooki's shell. He 
inspected the flow controller of the water hose, which stretched into the 
murky depth. 

Then he crawled up the creature's shell again. It was uncomfortable for 
him too, standing on the shell of the ponderous creature, above the water 
surface. But up here, he did not have to listen to the impatient urgings of the 
Minister. 

This is it. He closed a contact on the pump, and the pump sputtered into 
life. The mechanical motor rattled the keiooki's shell, and he could feel the 
vibrations that obviously disturbed the animal. Do your job and hold it still, 
keiookimaster. The pump will short and blow if the big animal dives 

Suddenly the motor stopped. The cable. It must be the poor insulation 
again. Konlatru tipped and dived into ocean. He swam quickly downwards, 
following the line of cabling to the thermopile generators below. 

"Academician, is something wrong? " the voice of the Minister came in 
again. 

"Of course something is wrong. The cable has shorted again," Konlatru 
said, twisting the contact knob open on the generator. "Got to fix the 
insulation." 

"Go ahead - but you better hurry up." 
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Konlatru blew bubbles of irritation. Of course there will be shorts. I am 
not allowed to use the thick, low resistance cables, but thin wires. What an 
imperfect design. Why can they use two keiooki's to hold the pumps instead 
of one? Then the weight of the cables wouldn't be an issue. 

And then Konlatru broadened his criticism. He recognised this as the 
general ineffectuality of working for the Army. All those schedules, and 
unexplained design constraints. I wonder whether Aulerka were out of his 
mind, when he set up the Academy. 

Questions and Answers, 

In service to all keikai, 

thus we work and study 

He sang the song of Aulerka to himself, more out of frustration than 
anything. It allowed him to concentrate on the long cable, which was 
insulated by a thick coat of lightly woven cekhi. Somewhere along it must be 
a tear, shorting the electricity that was supposed to be delivered to the pump 
above. 

Yes! He found it. It was a small tear, probably caused by the 
microscopic kihon. Wearing insulated gloves, he pulled out the cabling, and 
patched it. Then he darted back to the generators, and closed the switch 
again. 

Above him, the keiooki let out a cry of pain as the pump started again. 
Four soldiers held on tight, helping the keiookimaster to stabilize the trashing 
keiooki. One of them tapped the animal lightly with his prod. It stunned the 
animal, and that toned down the thrashings. Academician Konlatru looked 
disapprovingly at the act, but said nothing. It was not his place to question 
the acts of the army. He was merely here to serve and provide the technical 
expertise for the pump. 

"Truly, you are great academician," Nurata said. His tone had changed, 
Konlatru noted. Just like a one-cycle-old stripling you are, crying for 
attention when you can't get what you want, but gushing with pleasure when 
satisfied. 

He swam up to the surface, avoiding the intake valves, and looked. The 
Minister was there, and he too poked his head out of the water. A sergeant 
had harnessed himself into position atop the keiooki. He held a nozzle grip, 
and was waiting for orders. 

"I'm ready," he sounded out. Konlatru ordered him to start. "Just do a 
test run now." 
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The sergeant twisted the nozzle open, and the creaking of the motor 
subsided. A parabolic jet of water, ten keikain lengths in height shot from the 
nozzle, high up into the sky, puffing with white steam. Konlatru whooped in 
delight at the display. It works! It works! I had not thought that the magma 
injectors would work, but they do, they do! 

The sergeant increased the pump action, and the jet attained a greater 
height. He moved the nozzle and the jet swept out huge arcs, spraying 
droplets of water around. If the sun were not so dim, they could have seen 
rainbows. 

"What are you going to do with it? " Konlatru asked Minister Nurata, as 
the sergeant shut off the jet and saluted the academician in respect. 

"You'll see, you'll see. Just hang around and observe how this weapon 
that you have invented will turn the tide of war! " 

Konlatru wondered in puzzlement. This is only a water gun, and a 
clumsy one at that. Of what use can it possibly have against keikains? But 
the minister only returned a cryptic, cunning glance, before peering into his 
telescopic sights again. 

He did not have long to wait. High in the sky, specks could be seen 
flying towards them. They came in from the lands, growing bigger and 
bigger as they approached the sea. 

Those are not birds? Konlatru's irises widened to take in more light. 
But what are they? Puzzlement gave way to rage as it dawned upon him how 
the guns were to be put to use. 

The water jet arced out, and hit the creatures hard. They cried out in 
painful tone as the hot steaming water swept and hit them. They dropped the 
bulks that they were carrying. A second jet of water hit them all again. 
Several of them, wet and burnt, plunged into the seas, dead. Many others 
flapped to higher altitude, dodging the water jet. Angry cries came from them 
as they circled around the keikains. After a while, they gave one last cry 
before flying back towards the land. 

"Yes! Yes! Down you go, you treacherous fliers! Down you go! " 
Minister Nurata whooped with joy. He turned to Konlatru and commanded, 
"Now that we know it works, King Yashi orders you to make more of these 
pumps. We want at least ten of these here, by tomorrow. Is that clear, 
Academician? " 

Konlatru wept with sadness. Why me? I'm just an Academician, not a 
prodsmith. I am not a killer. Why me? 
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Red Lord and New Weapon 

"Can you make this? " Deymayn asked the Tatia. The smith took the design 
plan with his left upper hand and the metal prod with his right upper hand. 
He studied both for some time before giving his answer. "Maybe. It seems 
simple enough. The prod is made of an inner metal piece and an outer metal 
shell with a non-metal between the two pieces. Yes. I think I can try to make 
one." 

Deymayn's throat sac bloated, showing the hivers in the cell that he was 
pleased. "Can you modify the design a little? " 

"Modify? But I do not know what all these iron filaments inside are 
supposed to do," The smith told him. 

"No, Tatia, you misunderstood me. All I want is simple modification to 
the metal shell. The prod is just a cylindrical metal rod, right? I simply want 
it to be made longer and slimmer. Not only that, I want the shell to have 
sharp edges like a blade." 

"A lightning blade! " Fawin, his deputy exclaimed. Deymayn bloated at 
his deputy for seeing the beauty of his design so quickly. I have chosen 
Fawin rightly to be my deputy. 

"If you are just asking for a redesigning of the outer metal shell, I don't 
see a problem. But there is a limit to how slim the new prod can be. The two 
metal pieces together with the non-metal layer in between them will take out 
some space," the Tatia replied. 

"Good. See that it is done as soon as possible. Show me the prototype 
once you have completed it." Deymayn ordered. 

"I will do as the Red Lord commanded," the Tatia replied. He retreated 
out of the cell. 

"Commander, are we extending our stay here in Capeborn to make the 
new weapon for all the LandShakers? " Fawin asked. 

"Yes. With this new blade, our triad will be the best equipped in the 
entire Dalu," Deymayn could not help but feel proud and powerful. His 
throat sac was fully bloated in deep shades of green. 

"But Commander, we have orders from the Red Empress to return with 
reinforcement from Capeborn as soon as possible," Fawin reminded him. 

"I know. The Red Empress will understand the importance and value of 
the new weapon. She will approve of my action." Deymayn replied. "Even as 
a Red Lord, I do not have the power to wrestle the control of the triads from 
the grip of Tenmen, the C'Sheni. If I return empty-handed, the Red Empress 
will be displeased to say the least. However if I go back with the lightning 
blade, then the whole situation will change," said Deymayn. 
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"I have much to learn from you." Fawin deflated his throat sac slightly. 

Deymayn puffed his throat sac, "We must make sure that our batteries 
supply does not stop. The trade of the Bybeyn bark for the batteries is a 
fantastic idea." Deymayn could not help but gloat about his accomplishment. 

"Yes, indeed it is. I still find it hard to believe that the nyuu Ookii came 
out with this trade plan on her own," said Fawin. 

"Still it benefits us. Imagine exchanging some worthless Bybeyn bark 
for the precious batteries. We gain so much from this trade." Deymayn's 
throat sac writhed about as he mocked the Ookiis. 



"How are the LandShakers coping with the blade practice? " Deymayn 
asked Fawin after checking the progress of the lightning blade production. A 
moon had past since the Tatia had constructed the first lightning blade, but 
the logistic details in getting iron from across the Wise River burdened 
Deymayn. Fortunately, Deymayn could pass many of these mundane tasks to 
Fawin. 

Fawin kowed in respect and then reported. "Most have learnt the 
Pheogon Sixteen Strokes that you have imparted to them. But there are still 
quite a few who are struggling with the last three strokes." 

"Good, you have done well. But keep pushing the stragglers. There are 
only three to fifteen possible transformations for each stroke. That's not very 
difficult. They should have no problem learning them." Deymayn 
commanded with a hint of impatience blue colouring his throat sac. 

"I hear and obey." 

Deymayn flexed his throat sac and dismissed his deputy. Snow had 
begun to fall again. Each flake was slowly making its way to the ground. A 
slight breeze stirred some of the flakes and their downward path was abruptly 
halted as they flew along with the breeze. Deymayn gazed silently at the 
falling snow. The wild and random pattern of snowfall and the way the 
snowflakes swayed with the wind soothed him greatly. As he grew calmer, 
his throat sac had flashes of green on it. There is something here that I can 
learn. 

The breeze grew stronger and soon became into a wind. More flakes 
were flying across the air. Suddenly, the flakes encountered another stream 
of air from a different direction. They danced in an erratic drunken manner. 
He could not track the path of the flakes with all these winds interfering one 
another. If the blade stroke could also be as unpredictable. A flash of insight 
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appeared. I can incorporate the essence of the snowstorm in my blade 
strokes. He shivered as excitement coursed through his body. Deymayn took 
out his four Trillium blades and flew out into the open. 

Up in the air, he saw that the ground and the hive would soon be 
covered with white. More snow was falling by the fen and the wind was 
gushing harder from all directions. Deymayn moved his swords as though 
they were controlled by the wind and not his arms. His strokes were initially 
slow and straight, but as the wind blew stronger, his strokes gathered speed. 
Every stroke was faster than the previous one. By his tenth stroke, his blades 
were cutting through the air so quickly that humming sound could be heard 
over the strong wind. He swung and thrusted his four blades so fast that soon 
his imaginary opponent would see eight, then sixteen then thirty-two blades. 
Not only were his strokes fast, but they were also getting unpredictable. His 
upper left blade that was cutting down from the right could suddenly twist to 
the left. His lower right blade that was spinning a small circle to shield his 
lower body, but within a flash, turned and swung to the back. Deymayn had 
done something that few hivers could do in the entire history of the 
Yongsheis. He had not only invented a series of new strokes, he had also 
incorporated a new essence unfound in all other blade strokes. 

And I invented them in such a short time! I am a genius! Deymayn 
laughed wildly as he continued to swing his four blades in the snowstorm. 
With these strokes, who can win me? 



"What? We have been shot at by the Ookiis? " Deymayn exclaimed, his 
ever zealous control of his emotions lapsed and colours flushed through his 
throat sac. 

Fakar deflated his throat sac in shame. "Yes, Commander. My section 
was on the usual route to the island to trade with the Ookiis when we were 
ambushed by them. They used a strange weapon that shot hot water at us. 
The water hit us hard, injuring our bodies and wings. Two in my section had 
their wings so badly scalded that they plunged into the sea. I have no idea 
how to fight them in their own element so I ordered my section to fly back to 
shore." 

How could that be? The past few batches of bark had been exchanged 
with no incident at all. What has changed that? 

"Fakar, let no shame coloured your throat sac. It is not your fault that 
you lose two good Yongsheis." Deymayn consoled his section leader. "You 
have made the correct judgement by calling a tactical retreat." 
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'Yes, Commander." Fakar was relieved that he did not have to suffer a 
scolding and he had not brought too much shame on his section. 

"Follow me. I need to talk to Yayaki." 



"What do you mean a different clan? " Deymayn asked. He was about to 
lose his patience but quickly arrested his temper and calmed himself down. 

"That's what she said - or more exactly, that's what I understood," 
replied Dorayn. She was again serving as a translator between Yayaki and 
Deymayn. Deymayn's command of the Ookii's language was not sufficient 
to hold a conversation with Yayaki without her help. 

Deymayn saw Yayaki motioning to the two smaller sized nyan Ookiis to 
turn their backs. He did not understand what she was doing until the two 
nyan Ookiis had their shell facing him and Dorayn. She wants me to look at 
their shells? He saw Yayaki speak for a while to Dorayn. Deymayn was able 
to catch some words but was not able to piece up what she was trying to say. 

Dorayn thought for a moment before translating to Deymayn. "I think 
she is trying to tell us that Ookiis with different shell shapes come from 
different clans. For example, this one," she pointed to Honki, "has a round 
shell. It comes from a clan by the name 'Hard-Round'. The other nyan - 
Doku - has a hexagonal shell, which she said represents the clan of the 'Six- 
Night'" She stopped. 

Deymayn watched as she turned to speak with Yayaki, as if to clarify 
something. After hearing Yayaki's reply, Dorayn turned her attention back to 
Deymayn and said, "No I think it's not 'Six-Night' but 'Six-Star'." She 
paused for a while, as if deep in thought. 

Finally, Dorayn spoke again, "All along I have thought that the different 
shell shapes come naturally and they represent different subspecies. But now 
it seems that the shells are shaped according to the clan, like our Pathfinder 
factions of Blue, White and " 

"Red." Deymayn completed her thoughts. He was amazed at what he 
had just heard. But before he could say anything, Yayaki had rattled on again 
in her language. Dorayn said. "She said that the Ookiis who ambushed your 
section belongs to a different clan. She called them the 'Glass-Rock' clan. 
The 'Glass-Rock' clan is at war with the 'Hard-Round' and 'Six-Star' clans." 

"You are also at war?" 

"Yes," answered Yayaki in the hiver's language. Apparently she could 
understand Deymayn's simple remark. Yayaki then went on talking again, 
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but in her language. Dorayn translated, "The 'Glass-Rock' clan has control of 
all their shores. Therefore they have no place to eat the Bybeyn's bark. She 
said that she was part of a mission to find an alternative source of Bybeyn 
bark." 

"Can't they eat something else beside the Bybeyn's bark? " Deymayn 
asked. Unlike most of his questions, this one was motivated simply by 
curiosity. 

Yayaki seemed to understand his question and answered in the language 
of the hivers, "Eat other can. But eat bark must. If not, we die." 

"That explains why you are willing to exchange batteries and the design 
plan of the electric prod for the Bybeyn's bark." Deymayn concluded as he 
puffed his throat sac. At least, he finally understood the motive behind the 
Ookiis in this trade pact. 

"Since they are helping us in our war with this new weapon, I will help 
them in return. Tell her to write another letter to explain why we were unable 
to meet shipment last zhold. Tell her clan lord that if they need some help 
from the air, they will have them. But tell them that their war with the 'Glass- 
Rock' clan must be a decisive one. It cannot drag too long. This trade route 
must be secured," Deymayn instructed as throat sac turned crimson. 

Dorayn did not translate his speech immediately. She just looked at him, 
her throat sac heaved slightly and was coloured with fainted green bordering 
on ashy grey. 

Why is she sad? Deymayn was perplexed but he threw aside his 
curiosity. Why is she not translating? He was about to threaten her again 
when Dorayn turned to Yayaki and translated his words. As far as he could 
tell, Dorayn was telling Yayaki what he had just said. 
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Chapter 20. The Waning of Moon 



Red and White Lord 

It was the Sechen of High Moon and a thin red crescent spilt little light onto 
Wor Capeborn. Among the blocks and inter-connecting chambers and 
linkways, many hivers could still be seen going about their own work. Even 
in the deep of the night, the hive was almost as busy as the day. Out of the 
hundreds of hivers in the air, descended seven hivers to the ledge that led 
towards the Great White Lord's office chamber. 

The Yongsheis guarding outside the office saw the newcomers and 
kowed. "Red Lord." 

Deymayn, clad in a red leather armour, stood solidly at the entrance of 
the Great White Lord's office. His LandShaker guards stood behind him. 

"I'll inform the White Lord that you are here. Red Lord, please wait a 
moment." One of the guards quickly entered the chamber to relay the news. 

Deymayn's throat sac was dark russet-brown. But under the dim light, 
his impatience was partially hidden. 

In less than two mias, the guard appeared. "The White Lord is ready to 
see you, Red Lord." 

Deymayn entered the chamber without looking at the guards. His 
LandShakers dutifully remained outside the chamber on their highest alert. 

The Red lord saw that Runedinn was reading some documents at his 
table. 

"Trillium guides us," Deymayn greeted. 

Runedinn looked up and smiled. "Yes, Deymayn, Trillium us." 

The Red Lord walked into the chamber. "One of your lordlings relayed 
to me that you are looking for me," he said. 

"Yes, I have." The White Lord motioned Deymayn to the chair in front 
of his table. "Do take a seat. Kar? " 

Deymayn declined politely with a gentle wavering of his throat sac. 

Deymayn's throat sac was in control, but Runedinn could still detect a 
hint of impatience in the Red Lord. Runedinn knew that Deymayn had much 
work to be done. Taking care of his LandShakers and the Red Pathfinders 
took up practically most of his waking moments. As the Co-ruler of 
Capeborn, he still had to clear many mundane administrative matters. 

Runedinn wanted to savour this moment longer. He poured himself a 
cup of kar. Only after taking a long sip did he face Deymayn. 
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"I have just received orders from Lord Mitala, the Supreme White Lord 
of White Pathfinder and the Z'Don of Sargoth. He has specifically instructed 
that the Pathfinder alliance should not include the Reds." 

Deymayn knew that there was very little he could do now. The young 
Red Lord was angry at himself as he thought he should have guarded against 
the interference of Lord Mitala. The Supreme White Lord had the final say in 
all religious matter and the Pathfinder Alliance was a religious matter. He 
had to think fast. "I think it is in the Federation's best interest that the 
dissidents in Senya are quickly taken care of, he replied. 

Runedinn flexed gravely, "I agree that the dissidents should be taken 
care off quickly." The deliberately ambiguous statement did not escape 
Deymayn. Deymayn knew the White Lord was insulting him. 

He kept his throat sac still, then added, "Then Capeborn should continue 
to help us." 

"No, we can no longer do that," the White Lord said flatly. "We must 
allow self-determination in Senya. These are the exact words used by the 
Supreme White Lord in his letter to me. I cannot disobey a direct order." 

Deymayn's thoughts raced, but he could find no leverage to pull to his 
advantage. At the very least, he must persuade the White Lord to let him stay 
on in Wor Capeborn until his LandShakers had been fully equipped with the 
new weapons. Finally, he replied, "If Capeborn cannot help the Great 
Empress of Senya, it should also not hinder the Empress." 

"Do not worry. I have extended hospitality to you. Capeborn will not be 
so rude as to ask you to leave," said Runedinn with a smile, "provided, of 
course, that the Supreme White Lord does not send another order to chase 
you out." That must irk him, Runedinn thought. The White Lord had not 
been in such a good mood ever since the comet struck and devastated the 
hive. 

Deymayn's cheek ridges raised slightly. "Very well. I thank you again 
for the hospitality. You will always be welcomed in Wor Senya. If there is 
nothing else, I would like to leave and attend to my triad. The earlier I could 
complete my tasks, the less I will intrude upon your hospitality." 

Runedinn indicated that there was nothing more to discuss. Deymayn 
left the cell with his usual regal poise. Runedinn sat there in his chair and 
sipped his kar. How I wish I could chase you out. 
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TruthSeekers and War 



"Keep quiet from now on. Not a single word. I don't have to emphasize the 
importance of this mission to you again. Whether we can breach the hive 
wall in the morning will depend on this," Kuboto told them. The spy master 
could not see the bloating of their throat sacs in the darkness but could sense 
that they had understood. They were just a mee east of Wor Senya. Hiding in 
the forest, they had observed the hive wall and now they had gathered 
together for a last briefing. 

The canopy was no longer thick due to the unnatural winter. Shafts of 
light from the red moon, speared at irregular intervals through the canopy 
provided startling clarity in the dimness. They were just a kee above the 
forest floor and they were camouflaged by the shadows from the branches 
above. They could smell the muskiness of the damp forest floor. Kuboto 
blocked away the forest and focused on the twenty operatives that had 
gathered around him. "Now go as planned. Return here before the Sechen of 
WhiteSilence. We will wait not a single fen beyond that appointed time. May 
truth shines through." With that, the spy master dispersed them to their 
dangerous mission. 

Without a word, his operatives proceeded silently towards the hive, 
making use of shadows and covers along the way to avoid detection from the 
guards in Wor Senya. Within a fen, all of them were out of Kuboto 's sight. 
The spy master hoped he could see them again. They had gone to paint the 
new Ianxan odour on Wor Senya's ring wall. It required stealth and lots of 
luck. 

And so our attempt to retake Wor Senya begins, Kuboto thought as he 
crept his way along the branches back to the TruthSeeker Command Enclave, 
some ten mees east of Wor Senya. He would be in the Command Enclave 
receiving battle information and to assist the Z'Don in deciding the battle 
tactics. 

Kuboto would not be there alone in the Enclave waiting the news from 
his scouts. Dukryn would be there too with his own network of spies. 
Kuboto 's cheek ridges involuntarily raised up despite the danger of this 
mission. Raisyn and Geenar will have a very big surprise when dawn comes. 
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Hard Circles Prodmaster and Six-Stars Trainees 

"All right, desist this immediately, now! " Prodmaster Jigokha cried. "Stop 
this unseemly fight." 

But the two trainees continued, not listening to his words. Their prods 
clashed vigorously and left a lingering stink in the waters. Many of the 
trainees who were watching the fight flinched from the shorting contact of 
prod with prod. 

"I command you, stop! " Jigokha sounded angrily. "Stop, or I'll engage 
both of you on, simultaneously, if I must." 

At this threat, the two trainees stopped, blowing big bubbles of breath. 
The spectators had disappointed looks on their eye-stalks. 

Zealots. Jigokha thought disgustedly. He disapproved of this prod- 
fighting, which the trainees had told him was the Six-Star style. All eager 
young striplings, thinking that they were invincible, unafraid of nothing. 
Stupid zealots. As part of the combined army, there was many exchanged of 
personnel in all hierarchy and all department. After the battle where he 
almost lost his life, Jigokha was sent to teach Hard-Circle style of prodfight 
to Six-Star trainees. There were also instructors from Six Star clan that went 
over to teach the Hard Circles. It was hoped that such cross training would 
increase the soldiers capability and fighting skills. 

"I suppose you think you are great fighters," Jigokha lectured. "This so 
called Six-Star style of vigorous fighting is over-rated. We Hard-Circles have 
had great experience in fighting real wars and real skirmishes. You are not 
going to survive, fighting like that in this manner, I assure you." 

Jigokha scanned the faces of the trainees. Many looked skeptically at 
him. One or two had a dismissive sneer in their gazes. But most held a 
grudging respect for him, aware of his lack of one eye-stalk. Jigokha was 
aware of this, and for once, he felt proud and lucky at his recently acquired 
war wound. 

"As a challenge to you, I am willing to demonstrate this with any of you 
who still does not believe me," Jigokha said. "You, yes you young one. You 
don't look like you like me a lot. Why don't you try? " 

The young stripling crawled forward smugly, introducing himself. "I am 
known as Konlagu." 

"Konlagu. I'll remember that name," Jigokha said, swimming to the 
center of the training dome arena and facing him. The two trainees retreated 
out of the ring. He gestured in the pose of challenge. Konlagu responded 
without hesitation. 

"Set your prod to stun soldier," Jigokha said. "That is a command." 
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"But if I accidentally touch you, it would " 

"Do not worry about me, soldier. Rather you should worry about 
yourself," Jigokha said, taking a quick deft stab while Konlagu was 
momentarily distracted in conversation. But the stroke was countered, and it 
skittered uselessly off Konlagu's prod. 

Konlagu swung his prod in swift, vicious strokes. He never let up, and 
never stopped, but used the force of the strokes to push Jigokha back. But the 
experience prodmaster dodged and ducked gracefully, darting up, down, left 
and right with measured steps. 

"You're wasting your energy. As I said before, your fighting technique 
is useless," Jigokha commented. Yet, he never let his attention slip from the 
wavering jabs of Konlagu's prod. To each stoke, he danced and backed 
away. "Notice that I make full use of all directions to dodge your blows. In a 
confined dome like this, any prodmaster of any expertise could dodge your 
blows without trouble. You're wasting your strength." 

Still Konlagu did not stop. 

"I can keep this up forever if you want to," Jigokha said, never missing 
a step as the prod waved him back and forth. "It just does not work, give up, 
I say." 

But Konlagu was here to reclaim some lost Six-Star pride and he did not 
stop. Instead, he increased the swiftness the viciousness of his strokes. But 
the attempt was wholly useless. 

"Our Hard-Circle techniques are well suited to the open seas, where 
there is plenty of space to manoeuvre. Listen to me, my technique is superior, 
because it comes from paying attention to what the opponent is doing, and 
never takes unnecessary risks." The commentary never stopped. 

Finally, Konlagu stopped to take his breath, blowing bubbles of 
irritation at the prodmaster sergeant, who gazed at him with a look of pity. 

"Feeling tired now, aren't you? See what I mean. Viciousness does not 
pay off. Instead you have got to be cool and calm while wielding the prod. 
Watch the enemy, and take advantage of any slight mistakes he may make. 
That is the way of the true prodmasters! " 

"You talk a lot, sergeant," Konlagu said, still trying to catch his breath, 
but yet wary of any counter strokes. 

"Yes, I do. I can afford to do it, because I don't care about exerting too 
much strength. The prod is not a knife, or a farming sickle. It kills on contact. 
A short sharp rap is sufficient to trigger it, so you really don't need to be so 
hard and vicious." 
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Jigokha was circling Konlagu not, slowly and gracefully in an upward 
spiralling but contracting helix. Konlagu turned to face him always, on the 
look out for any jabs. 

"There you see, isn't this much better, and less taxing? You're getting 
it, Konlagu. Keep cool and calm. But of course, there is more to it than that. 
The next important ingredient is creativity," Jigokha commented. He took a 
glance at the other trainees who were watching the fight eagerly. You young 
zealots have better get all of this, instead of worrying who wins. 

"Creativity cannot be taught. It can only be learned," Jigokha said. "By 
this, I mean that you learn from your own mistakes, and by watching others. 
Watch the pattern of your opponents, and exploit his predictability! " 

Jigokha acted. He was, by now, at the extreme end of the spiral, and 
directly upwards from Konlagu. He plunged down, taking aim with his prod. 
Konlagu was not totally inattentive, and he instinctively retracted his head 
into his shell. But Jigokha switched target at the last moment, and his prod 
contacted Konlagu's flipper. Konlagu screamed. 

"Stop screaming. It is very embarrassing. I never turned my prod on," 
Jigokha said dryly, returning to the dome floor. "I hope I have demonstrated 
my point sufficiently to you trainees." 

Konlagu crept humbly back into the circle of trainees. He had truly 
learned a lesson. The rest of the trainees clicked echoes of respect. 

"It is now mealtime, so we shall break for a while now," Jigokha said. 
"But I want all trainees to be back here after you are done. We are soldiers 
and we don't go to sleep that early. One more practice session before you 
sleep." 

The trainees filed obediently out of the training dome. Jigokha followed, 
picking up the rear. They marched through the tunnels of military complex, 
moving from dome to dome, until they reached the canteen. Jigokha went 
first to claim his ration of hitsu and food followed by the trainees. 

Sitting himself on a harness, Jigokha consumed the pasty kihon mix 
with relish. Food was essential, Jigokha could understand that, although he 
seldom gave it much consideration. But these days, he felt a longing for the 
kihon gruel that the cookmaster served. 

"You love the kihon that they serve, don't you, sir? " The trainee 
Konlagu had seated himself next to Jigokha, and was trying to catch his 
attention. Jigokha pulled his eye-stalks from concentrating on the kihon 
gruel. "I do too sir. The kihon prepared here reminds me of the hitsu " 

"Get to the point, Konlagu," Jigokha said. "We are both soldiers, not 
petty court officials." 
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"I want to thank you for your teaching, prodmaster. You have taught me 
humility, and the importance of remaining calm." Konlagu said, still not 
comprehending the order given to him. "I have had the honour of being part 
of recent attack on the Diamond's southern perimeter. We did not succeed of 
course. You teaching has been the best, sir, of all that I have seen." 

"So why are you here, back in prod-fighting school, soldier? " 

"I was demoted, for failure to obey my sergeant's orders." 

"Ah, then we are in the same abyss. I too have been transferred to a 
prodmaster here to teach you zealots a thing or two about wielding the prod," 
Jigokha said. "Don't thank me, it is just my job. But please do get to the 
point." 

"I am wondering if you will accept me as a your echoate " 

"Me? But I am not the best." Jigokha laughed. "I am not an 
academician or any craftman. I am just a well-trained soldier that is 
maimed." But privately, Jigokha found that an injured pride, like all physical 
war wounds could be healed. 

"Please " 

"Eat your kihon, trainee," Prodmaster Jigokha said. "We serve the 
Army, and we are not academicians. The art of prodfighting has nothing to 
do with echoateship. It is merely about lots of practice." 

"Yes, yes, sir. I was not aware of that," Konlagu said. "But I do want to 
learn more from you." 

"Ah, that you can always do. But I am not supposed to show favouritism 
you understand," Jigokha reminded him. The trainee waved his eye-stalks in 
assent. But the impression that he had left on Jigokha was indelible. 

In the days that came, Konlagu became Jigokha's obliging echoate in 
everything but name and acknowledgement. It was unconsciously done, and 
if Jigokha was asked of it, he would have denied that Konlagu received any 
special treatment as his trainee. Twenty days later, when it was time for 
Konlagu' s posting to the war front, it was Jigokha who watched the trainees 
get into their kotuna, his mind was filled with the memories of student that he 
had beaten in the arena. Come back alive, young one. Come back in glory 
and do us proud. 
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Red and Surprise 

The disturbance in the air alerted Raisyn that someone was flying towards his 
chamber. He looked out of his large visiting door and saw s SunRoamer flew 
into view. The SunRoamer backwinged and landed on the ledge outside his 
visiting door. Even before he folded his wings properly, the SunRoamer 
kowed and reported, "C'Sheni! They have come! The scouts spotted them 
to be two mees east of the hive." 

"Yes, I know they would be coming within these few days," Raisyn 
bloated with a smile. He said to the SunRoamer, "Inform all triad 
commanders that they are to proceed on Plan Golden Pheogon. Also send 
word to the Great Empress that the TruthSeekers have finally come." 

The SunRoamer kowed and flew out immediately. Raisyn went into his 
inner chamber to put on his best armour and replaced his ceremonial blades 
with blades that he was prepared to be stained with blood. The rebellion had 
been almost bloodless, for the Reds had faced virtually no resistance. The 
war has finally come. 

Raisyn flew out of his chamber and greeted the eastern sky, which was 
turning bright. There were few clouds in the sky. Not a hint of snow was in 
the air. Perfect day for a war. The day shall end with me as the victor! 



A ShadowKiller kowed before the C'Sheni and reported, "C'Sheni! 
The Ianxans are ramming down the eastern wall and the TruthSeekers are 
breaking into the hive. Commander Reekon says that he needs backup soon 
or else the eastern front will not have any chance to reseal." 

Raisyn looked at the map of Wor Senya on the table. He had long ago 
prepared for an attack on the eastern wall. It was a common tactic to attack 
from the east just about after the sun emerged from the horizon, because that 
would blind the defenders. I have made all the necessary counter-plans but 
who would think of Ianxans ramming the eastern wall! How did they do it! 
How could they control the wild Ianxan? It is not possible! Raisyn kept on 
this mental exclamation, but outwardly he was calm. His throat sac was very 
still. 

"Inform commander Yuetar to send one patrol from his western wall to 
help the eastern wall. Go to the north and tell my deputy to send one patrol to 
reinforce the eastern front." 

"Yes. I hear and obey," the ShadowKiller bloated his throat sac and 
immediately flew to relay the instructions. 
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Raisyn was still fuming inside when Empress Geenar entered his war 
chamber. The C'Sheni was surprised but he hid it well as he kowklined to 
her. "Great Empress, this place is dangerous. The TruthSeekers could have 
infiltrated assassins." 

"I will also be in danger if I stay in my royal chamber. I think it wiser 
for me to stay close to you," replied Empress Geenar. "In this way, the 
Yongsheis and the Redlings can concentrate on protecting this chamber. Both 
of us will be protected and you don't have send messengers to inform me of 
the latest development of the battle." 

Raisyn could find no fault in her reasoning. He decided that it was 
unwise to anger Geenar at this moment. He had a battle that was not going in 
his favour. He did not want to worry about the politicking between him and 
Geenar. Maybe later, but not now. 

"Have you thought of a way to get rid of the hivers hiding within the 
shells? " Empress Geenar asked in a cold and detached tone. 

Raisyn's throat sac wavered a little before returning into his control. 
"Unfortunately no. The TruthSeekers are not fighting in an honourable way. 
They are hiding in the shell and shooting darts with boosted drugs at us. 
These new tactics with the Ianxans are threatening our eastern front. I have 
sent two patrols to reinforce the ShadowKillers." 

Empress Geenar was scrutinizing the map on the table as she listened to 
him. "What about the rest of the ring-wall? Is the eastern wall the only place 
under attack? " 

"At the moment, yes. However I suspect that they are waiting for me to 
make the mistake of weakening another front significantly in order to 
reinforce the east wall. I will make no such mistake. I have one triad 
protecting each wall. Removing one patrol each from the western and 
northern walls will not seriously compromise the security of these two walls. 
If necessary, the Redlings can be deployed to these walls if the TruthSeekers 
try to break through from there." 

Empress Geenar could see the logic of his plan and realized that Raisyn 
was indeed an experienced C'Sheni. However, she could not help but feel 
disturbed by the enemy's ingenuity. This must be the doing of all those 
keshuekas doing! It must be. Xayken himself and his band of advisors could 
never have come out with that idea on their own. If only I had a coterie of 
these scientists or even just one of them to serve me! 

Raisyn and Geenar awaited in the chamber in silence, brooding upon 
their own thoughts for nearly a quarter of a sechen when a ShadowKiller 
flew into the war chamber. He kowklined before Empress Geenar. Geenar 
granted him permission to bloat back his throat sac. The messenger quickly 
did so and report immediately, "The eastern front is holding, although we are 
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suffering huge casualties. Commander Reekon again requests another two 
patrols of reinforcement to repulse the attack." 

Raisyn considered the request for a moment before replying, "Send 
word to Commander Yuetar that he should send two sections immediately to 
the east. Also get my deputy to send another section to the east. Reekon must 
make use of this patrol carefully. Don't waste them. Then get two sections of 
Redlings to strengthen the west wall. Go." 

"I hear and obey," the Yongshei kowklined again and left to relay the 
message. 

"Why not just reinforce the east with the Redlings? " Empress Geenar 
asked. 

The C'Sheni replied, "Your Majesty, the Redlings have not received 
formal training in fighting. Compared to the Yongsheis, they are not as 
prepared for battle. Sending them to the eastern front would only mean the 
loss of more live without any gain. But sending them to the western front 
would give the illusion that the western wall is still well-defended. Any 
enemy's scout out there would not be near enough to differentiate the 
redlings from the Yongsheis. They could only count the size of the forces 
there." The C'Sheni explained. 

Empress Geenar was impressed. As a good Waykey player herself, 
Geenar could appreciate the beauty and the strength of Raisyn' s deployment. 
She sat awaiting the outcome of that move. 

"C'Sheni! Great Empress! The renegades are attacking the western 
wall and they have broken through our defence! " A StoneBlocker shouted, 
his throat sac wavering as he backwinged and landed hastily in the war 
chamber. 

"Pathless Trillium! That cannot be! " Raisyn shouted. Both the C'Sheni 
and the Empress realized that either the enemy had been very lucky to strike 
at the right moment or they somehow knew about the latest deployment of 
troops. Both rejected the latter possibility. Even if a spy managed to infiltrate 
into Wor Senya and discover about the latest arrangement, the spy would still 
need time to relay this news to the forces outside the hive. 

Renegades. Raisyn could not believe that Xayken had managed to find 
such a good ally. But he had no time to dwell on these mysteries. He had a 
war to run. A war that was blowing strongly in favour of the TruthSeekers. 
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Shootling and Glass Shelter 

Q3:zwa asked its all his three neighbours Z3:xwq, W4:zqax and A2:wq 
as the leaves on its uppermost branches turned red to highlight its sadness. 

Q3:zwa Impatient entities, self-annihilation seeking. We see them, but will 
we understand? 

W4:zqax Zest they have, for their time are short. With time, branches will 
spread, wisdom will grow. 

W4:zqax and Q3:zwa, together with many other Bybeyn trees, had 
participated in the relay of messages from Bybeyn trees within Wor Senya to 
Dukryn at the command post. It was certainly with their help that the 
TruthSeekers could win the battle. But despite the Bybeyn trees best effort to 
discern the underlying meaning in Dukryn' s action, they failed to see the 
reason for war. 

Z3:xwq Natural for lower creatures to seek our help. But ironic that masters 
of naler need the help of Pollinators to survive. 

Z3:xwq did not just direct its message to W4:zqax and Q3:zwa but also its 
third neighbour, X2:bw. The discussion was again rippled across the 
nodes of the local cluster of the Bybeyn trees. 

X2:bw E3:brv through B2:ec expressed that it is safe and warm. Its leaves 
are healthy unlike ours. Irrefutable proof. Help Pollinators, we must. 
Pollinators' help we must have. 

A2:wq Death is better than humiliation. Dl:h once broadcasted through 
cluster. Same sentiment, I share. E3:brv is but ten rings old. Survive 
without their help, it cannot. But I can. 

W4:zqax Young you are too, A2:wq. What's so humiliating? You saw 
E3:brv in its glass shelter? Only B2:ec, R3:beu and VI :e saw it. 
Supported the plan to help the pollinators, they have. 

B2:ec and R3:beu had broadcasted the story immediately after the glass 
shelter was built. Just a day after the Pollinators had constructed the glass 
shelter on the young sapling, E3:brv became famous. None in the northern 
zone did not know about how the small flying Pollinators had built a shelter 
encasing it. 

X2:bw By the whims of wind, seeds spread and take roots. We stay rooted, 
in valleys or hilltops. Line-of-sight limits direct contact with our kind. 
Messages flashing through the clusters, we depend for long-distance 
communication. Trust we must have on what they see. 

A2:wq was once again stunned by X2:bw's support of the plan to help the 
mutual destruction of the Pollinators. X2:bw was, after all, the 
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discoverer of tensor and matrix. Senile, esteemed X2:bw has become? 
X2:bw was almost three hundred rings old. 

Still, A2:wq lamented internally that fate had not brought it to direct 
contact with X2:bw who was just a hill away. Why must I take root down in 
this valley? A2:wq could only communicate with W4:zac on the northern 
side and Q3:zwa on the western hilltop. The high ridges on its south had only 
bushes and a few Sigmas whose leaves hung down from its branches. All that 
barred it from direct contact with others of its kind to the south. 

A2:wq No air and no rain penetrate the shelter. Non-living, E3:brv must be. 
Its message was relayed to E3:brv. E3:brv had tried to explain the 
benefits of staying in the artificial shelter to skeptics like A2:wq and 
XI :z, but to no avail. They refused to listen. 

E3:brv Did you not see carefully when I explained the other time? Air 
inside here, there is. Pollinators bring in food and water. Are your 
branches too brittle or are your trunks hollowed by Fireworms? 

The young shooting had only three layered branches and but they were 
enough to convey a very expressive insult at A2:wq who had six branch 
layers. The amused B2:ex quickly relayed E3:brv's rejoinder through the 
south cluster path through X2:bw and W4:zqax to A2:wq. 

A2:wq's leaves flashed yellow for an instant before it controlled its 
leaves. 

A2:wq My intellect, none ever question! Question your ability to explain a 
concept, instead. Young, you are. Much to learn from adult trees like 
me. 

Red filled the leaves on A2:wq's topmost branches again. But through 
its northern hole, it saw that W4:zqax did not agree with it. Quickly, A2:wq 
used its two lower branches to signal to W4:zqax. 

A2:wq Your agreement, I do not need. That was done while it flashed insults 
to the young sapling using its upper branches. 

E3:brv Ten rings, I am. But more colours I have than you. Harmful, the 
white cold things falling down, are. Yellowed, your outermost leaves 
must have. Flash me not that it is deliberate. Dying, your leaves are We 
all know your leaves are dying 

E3:brv flashed its last statement to every tree in the cluster. It wanted them 
to know they would all wither and die without the Pollinators' help if 
the white things kept falling. 

A2:wq tried to will its leaves to turn green to show the young sapling that it 
was still fit and healthy. Some leaves had indeed escaped its control and 
refused to change colours, but A2:wq would sooner wither and die 
rather than admit it was wrong. 
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W4:zqax saw A2:wq's failed attempt to green its crown. It messaged 
Q3:zwa to green all its leaves to green but Q3:zwa refused. 

Q3:zwa Enough that I know my own health. Unimportant, your opinion of 
mine health. It flashed with all its leaves showing that it was 
emotionally charged. The exchange was relayed through the cluster and 
soon E3:brv got to know about it. 

E3:brv Q3:zwa, Strong words you flash. Wither leaves, you'll have then. 

E3:brv was hurt. It could not understand why some of the adult trees 
were so stubborn. They must have known that the temperature would 
continue to stay low and the white things would keep on falling. Only the 
Pollinators would help them survive the unnatural winter. 
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Victory and Loss 

"Raisyn could hide his deployment from our scouts, but he could never hide 
it from the Bybeyn trees in the main hive," said Dukryn as he looked at 
Kuboto and Conare who were together with him in the Command Enclave. 
His throat sac was bloated and his cheek ridges raised high. Finally, all his 
research on the Bybeyn trees had finally paid off. 

Kuboto flexed his throat sac in agreement. "Yes indeed. Who would 
have guessed that the Bybeyn trees are transmitting news to us? What 
amazed me more is that even such a esoteric finding as sentient Bybeyn trees 
can be put to such good use in a war." 

"Of course, the Bybeyn trees could not distinguish a Redling from a 
Yongshei. The trees could only tell us that a large swarm of hivers were 
flying from west to east, while another swarm was flying from the center of 
the hive to replace those who left the west wall. The rest still depended on 
our deduction." 

Conare chimed in. "But that's obvious! Those hivers that moved from 
the center of the hive must have been Redlings originally deployed to protect 
the Red Empress. Once we made that assumption, it would mean the western 
front was the weakest. Naturally we asked the renegades to attack the 
western wall." 

At this moment, they heard movement in the air and looked up. They 
saw the Z'Don, C'Keshueka and a section of WindRacers descending from 
the air. The Z'Don landed and walked towards them with his throat sac fully 
bloated. "I come to thank you, Dukryn. Without your ingenious ideas, we 
would not have successfully retaken Wor Senya from a much larger force." 

Xayken looked around the group, a grave expression on his throat sac. 
"But we must remember that even with the renegades as allies, we are still 
outnumbered. This means we are still at a slight disadvantage." Then his 
voice took on the hard, persistent chill of a night wind, "The war is not over! 
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"I am glad that the Z'Don appreciates the contributions of the 
Keshuekas," said Conare as they flew some ten kees above the forest canopy. 
A light breeze was in air and the setting sun was behind their back. Now that 
Wor Senya had been retaken, he, Dukryn and Xiimen had been ordered to 
return to S'Hai Station, accompanied by a section of HillStormers. They 
were to continue their effort to save the ecosystem. 



85 



"Does this not demonstrate the superiority of our creed? That we, the 
TruthSeekers, are not blinded by tradition? That we know how to utilize 
whatever we have? " Conare asked. 

Dukryn flexed his throat sac. "It is true that the battle at Wor Senya 
went almost as planned. But did you notice the swarms of Tuumeafens 
crowding around the ring wall? " 

"Yes, I did see quite a large swarm around the eastern ring wall," 
Xiimen replied absentmindedly. 

Conare noticed that the Chief Scientist was not in his usual self. 
"What's the matter? " he asked. 

"I can't believe that Geenar actually burnt down the whole library! The 
amount of knowledge lost! It's unthinkable! What was she thinking? " 
Xiimen 's throat sac was deflated. 

Conare replied, "Yes, I understand how you feel. We too" Suddenly he 
let out a loud cry. "Pathless Trillium! Ambush! We are ambushed! Retreat! 

His shout was lost in the commotions as Redlings emerged from the 
canopy below and engaged the HillStormer guards. Conare looked and 
realized that they were severely outnumbered by the Redlings. 

"Dukryn, watch your back! " Conare shouted. Dukryn heard it in time 
and turned aside. The Redling could not stop his blade in time and had to 
follow through with his stroke. Dukryn made use of that delay to fly a few 
spans away from his attacker. By the time the Redling had recovered his 
balance and turned to confront Dukryn again, Conare was ready to help. 

Dukryn saw that his friend was exchanging strokes with his wooden 
training blade. Surprisingly, Conare 's blade did not yield to the steel blade of 
the Redling. Dukryn realized that he was momentarily out of danger and he 
took the moment to inspect the battle. 

The HillStormers seemed to be handling the fight well. Each was 
handling three to four Redlings at the same time. So far only one HillStormer 
was down. Being Yongsheis, the defenders were doing a fine job in killing 
the Reds. Many Redlings were down, but the TruthSeekers remained 
outnumbered. But Dukryn believed that if all went well, eventually they 
would all come out of the ambush alive. 

The sounds of fighting between Conare and the Redling caught his 
attention again. Conare was able to compensate for his poor weapon with his 
superior skills. Nevertheless, there had been a few close shaves when the 
Redling hacked his steel blade too close to Conare. Dukryn' s throat sac 
fluttered. He wished he could do something to help his friend. He looked 
around for Xiimen. He was nowhere to be found. Where is he? Dukryn 
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started to worry. "Xiimen! " he shouted, hoping that the wind would carry his 
voice through the noise. No reply came. 

A loud clang drew Dukryn's attention back to Conare. The one-eye 
Keshueka was pushing the Redling with his training blade. But the wooden 
blade had a lot of cuts on it. Dukryn hoped that it would not break during the 
fight. 

Conare took a feint to the right and flew up three spans. The Redling 
was surprised at this move. He simply reacted by pointing his blade upward 
as his eyes followed Conare. Conare easily dodged his opponent's blade. The 
Redling got frustrated. He flew up to meet Conare face to face in the air. 
Conare quickly flew higher. With the head start, Conare was always much 
higher than the Redling, but the Redling did not give up chasing. Conare 
closed his wings and twisted his whole body in an eel-like fashion, dancing 
wickedly across all the freedoms of flight in a snap roll meant to loop around 
the Redling and reverse their positions so that he was now at his opponent's 
tail. 

The Redling was surprised, but he immediately saw the danger of his 
current position. He quickly flew downwards towards the canopy in the hope 
of shaking Conare off his tail. Conare seemed to know the Redling's plan 
and he canted his wings back and swept into a shallow dive, gaining on the 
Redling all the faster by trading height for speed. In just two hees, Conare 
was directly on top of the Redling and collided with him from the top. A 
shrill cry filled the air as the Redling lost his control and plunged towards the 
canopy. Conare managed to upright himself into a gliding position, but the 
Redling's plunge was not halted. Branches cracked under the force of the 
falling Redling and retarded his speed, but it was too little and too late. The 
Redling soon hit the forest floor and he crushed his spine on impact. 

"A bold move." 

It came from a Two-Blade HillStormer. The fighting had stopped and all 
the surviving Redlings had fled. Conare bloated his throat sac, 
acknowledging the compliment but said nothing in return. Dukryn was also 
proud of his friend. Finally, Conare's skills with a blade had been put to good 
use, even achieving recognition from a trained Two-Blade. For a Yongshei to 
compliment on a good sword move, that must be a tremendous 
encouragement for Conare. Dukryn bloated his throat sac too. 

Conare landed near Dukryn. He tossed away his wooden blade. "It has 
outlived its usefulness. I have to make a new one." 

"Where is the C'Keshueka? " A HillStormer asked. 

Dukryn's throat sac flipped. He suddenly remembered that he also had 
not seen Xiimen yet once the battle started. 
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All looked around but none could see the Chief Scientist. The 
HillStormers immediately spread out to look around. After a while, they 
returned saying that there was no sign of him. Dukryn and Conare's throat 
sacs were wavering. "Do not worry. They must have captured the 
C'Keshueka alive. That would mean that his life is in not danger," the Two- 
Blade told them. "At least, not immediately." 

All looked around, but Xiimen was nowhere in sight. The HillStormers 
immediately dispersed themselves to search the surroundings. After a while, 
they returned, saying that there was no sight of him. The Two-Blade assured 
Dukryn and Conare, "We have found not found his body. They must have 
captured the C'Keshueka alive. That would mean that his life is in no 
immediate danger. I will send one of my HillStormers to inform the Z'Don 
about this incident. Another HillStormer will fly straight towards the Wise 
River. That should be where the Reds are probably heading after being 
chased out of Wor Senya. But we should continue on our way to S'Hai 
Station." 

Dukryn and Conare wanted to pursue the Redlings, but they knew they 
would not be of much help. Reluctantly they continued their journey, 
knowing that the Chief Scientist would want them to move on. The fate of a 
hiver, no matter how important he or she was, had to be second to the work 
of saving the ecosystem. 
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Queen and Bridge 

"Empress Geenar, it is my honour to meet the head of Senya." 

Geenar could hear the sneer in his tone, but she chose not to answer him 
immediately. She looked around the Capeborn end of the Trillium Bridge. 
Only one triad defended the Capeborn border. Raisyn stood stationary on the 
left of her. He too ignored Pealonn's question. 

The commander of the SkyReapers, who was in charge of guarding the 
Capeborn border, knew that he had to be humble in front of Geenar. Hiding 
his irritation, he asked again. "Empress Geenar? " 

"I would like to pay a visit to the Great White Lord of Capeborn," 
Geenar finally replied. After so many days of flying, she was tired out. They 
had fled without dignity. They will pay for this, she thought. 

"Indeed! Capeborn has not had the privilege of having a royal visitor 
for more than two hundred hatches," said Pealonn with a wide smile. The 
news that the TruthSeekers had retaken Wor Senya had reached Capeborn. 
Pealonn would have been more rude, if not for the triads of Senya Yongsheis 
waiting on the Senya' s side of the Wise River. He knew that if Empress 
Geenar wanted to invade Capeborn, his triad could not possibly stop her 
force. Pealonn added, "As far as I know, even the greatest of Empresses had 
never brought all her Queen Guards for a state visit." 

"Commander, do not worry. I will just have a ceremonial escort. The 
rest of my guards will not be crossing the border." 

"That being the case, then allow me to personally escort you to Wor 
Capeborn. I will see to your safety," said Pealonn. 

"Commander, you are too kind. I will accept your offer. However, I still 
need three patrols of my Queen Guards to follow me. I am not in doubt of 
your capability, but I would like some of my personal guards around when I 
sleep," Empress Geenar pressed. 

"It will be as you wish, Empress Geenar," Pealonn replied politely. "I 
am sure you need to talk to your followers. I will wait for you." 

Geenar bloated her throat sac and turned towards Raisyn. "C'Sheni, I 
will leave you in charge of our forces. I will take with me two patrol of my 
Redlings and one patrol of the SunRoamers. The SkyRiders and DeathRiders 
will remain at the Trillium Camp, while you will bring the rest of the forces 
to secure the iron mine. I do not want the iron mine or the Trillium Bridge to 
fall into the hands of the TruthSeekers. Is this understood? " 

Raisyn kowklined and replied, "I hear and obey." It was not his style to 
act so humble. But since the fall of Wor Senya, Raisyn had lost much respect 
among the Yongsheis. As they hastily escaped from Wor Senya from the 



89 



southern wall and curved back to the west as they flew to the Trillium 
Bridge, Raisyn was sure that even some of his fellow hatchlings were 
complaining about his incompetence in defending Wor Senya. But Raisyn 
could not understand what he had done wrong. Fortunately, Empress Geenar 
had verbally supported him thus strengthening his position. However that 
would mean Raisyn could not afford to go against Geenar, at least not in the 
near future. 

"I will bring Xiimen with me," Geenar said, bloating haughtily at her 
prized catch. She did not expect Trillium and Triad to smile on her. But they 
did. A patrol of her Redlings under a Red Lordling was separated from the 
main body while fleeing out of Wor Senya. On their way, they saw a section 
of TruthSeekers and thus they had to hid below the canopy. As the enemy 
flew nearer, the Red Lordling realized that the Chief Scientist was among 
them. Seizing the Trillium-sent opportunity, the Red Lord attacked and 
managed to capture the C'Keshueka alive. 

Xiimen looked at her with much sadness tainting his throat sac. "Why? 
Why did you burn the library? " 

Geenar flexed her throat sac and smiled. "Because I have the power to 
do it." Then with more chill in her voice, she added, "And I also have the 
power to skin hivers alive." 



90 



Chapter 21. The Triangle of Truth 



Chief Scientist and Yishi 

Are these two words synonyms? Sitting on a chair, Dorayn puzzled about 
the Ookii's language when she heard the fluttering of wings just outside her 
visiting door. 

"Dorayn! " Xiimen exclaimed as he landed on the ledge and stepped 
into the cell. 

Dorayn's throat sac fluttered. "Xiimen? It's you! I'm so glad to see 
you! Why are you here? " Then she caught sight of two LandShakers 
standing on the ledge outside the door. Gravely, she asked, "You were also 
captured? " 

Xiimen deflated his throat sac slightly. "You have guessed correctly. 
After Xayken retook Wor Senya from the hands of the Red Empress, he sent 
Dukryn, Conare and I back to S'Hai Station. But along the way we were 
ambushed by the Redlings. I was captured, but the rest were safe." 

At the mention of Dukryn, Dorayn's throat sac fluttered again. Afraid 
that Xiimen would notice her agitation, she quickly brought it under control 
and said, "Why don't you take a seat? I will pour you a cup of kar and then 
you can tell me all that has happened in Senya." 

Xiimen took a long look at her while she poured the kar. Dorayn was 
only slightly thinner than when he last saw her. She seems to be coping well 
with her captivity. What about myself? 

He did not have a good time during the journey to Wor Capeborn. The 
long journey alone would have tired him out. Every night he was interrogated 
by Geenar. The Red Empress had probed him about the affairs of the 
TruthSeekers, but he had been very uncooperative. Threats of tortures were 
given, but so far, he was not unduly hurt during the interrogation. But 
Xiimen did not think that it was because Geenar was merciful. Most likely 
the thought of the trouble of lugging a half-dead body across Capeborn 
stopped her from torturing him. 

Xiimen knew that once they reached Capeborn, the torture would begin, 
and he was mentally prepared for it. Inwardly, he was glad that he would not 
have to spend his captivity alone. At least he would not be spending all his 
time brooding over the torture that awaited him. Furthermore, currently it 
looked more like a restriction of movement rather than a real prison. 

The C'Keshueka took his cup of kar and slowly related all that had 
happened: how they had retaken Wor Senya, and how the Z'Don had given 
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praise for all that the Keshuekas had done. In spite of his exuberance, 
Dorayn's mood remained dark. 

"What's wrong? " Xiimen asked. 

"Did the Z'Don really thank all the Keshuekas for all that they have 
done?" Dorayn asked. Her tone was bitter. 

Immediately Xiimen realized Dorayn had also found out how he had 
meddled with their hatching. Deymayn must have told her about it. He 
explained, "I know you are upset about my experiment. But that was ages 
ago. Besides, if I had not meddled with the four eggs, most probably they 
would not have hatched into prodigies who would shake Dalu with 
discoveries and conquests." 

"But I don't want to be a prodigy! Do you know how we feel - being 
different? We hardly have any friends. And that is only a minor point. The 
fact that you meddle with our lives - that's simply too much. What gave you 
the right to meddle with our lives and futures? " 

Dorayn's throat sac was fluttering about, displaying her intense 
emotions. Unlike Diawyn, Dorayn had reacted with anger. Xiimen knew he 
had to accept everything Dorayn flung at him. Temper was nothing, if that 
was the only thing that Dorayn threw at him. 

"I know it's my fault. I have yet to come to terms with my guilt," said 
Xiimen calmly. "But as I watched the four of you grow up, brilliant as stars, I 
consoled myself that maybe I have done a service to the hive after all." 

Dorayn did not speak. There were still angry storms in her that had yet 
to be released. But she knew that she would eventually forgive the old hiver. 
She loved him too much to pretend any hatred that was not there. 
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Echoate and Academician 



Eisha spat the hitsu out of his mouth, his stomach convulsing at its bitter 
taste. "Tihige, are you sure this is hitsu? " 

"Of course it is. I stripped it straight off one of the many seiki trees that 
you have been growing " Academician Tihige blew many round bubbles. 
The bubbles, irradiated by the bioluminescent lamps in Eisha's lab, floated 
upward and soon disappeared into the air filtration valve on the ceiling of the 
lab. 

"Who gave you permission to do that? " Eisha queried imperiously. 
Those are my specimens! " Eisha's flipped his front flippers angrily. 

"Your specimens? Did you not often complain that these specimens 
should never have been brought here? " 

"Yes, it is not my idea, but I have been entrusted to take charge of them 
by the King's committee of advisors - no less." 

"It is good to know that you understand the importance of what you are 
doing," said Tihige smugly. "How important it is to ensure that the we can 
grow the seiki underwater to ensure our supplies. But have you at any time 
actually tasted the seiki grown in this manner? " 

"We don't eat our specimens, Tihige. They are far too precious for that" 

"So you haven't. You simply assumed that seiki trees must have seiki- 
sweet bark," Tihige said, his eye-stalks bobbing up and down in a comical 
fashion. 

Suddenly Eisha understood what the gesture meant. To think it comical, 
as the rest of the Academy did, was to underrate the mind behind it. Finally 
he admitted, "All right, Tihige. So now we know that the seiki trees grown in 
our atmospheric capsules do not yield the type of hitsu that we are familiar 
with. That just proves my point: this is a wholly futile exercise" 

Tihige interrupted him again. "How unscientific. I only gave you one 
sample and you are drawing such drastic conclusions." Then with a smile he 
added, "But in this case, you are right." 

Eisha did not know how to respond. Tihige was an unusual 
academician. He could give praise and condemnation in one statement. 

"Of course I'm right. Wait-" Eisha then boomed speech over the 
blowhole, "All of them? You ate barks from all my specimens. Some of the 
capsules are experiments in progress! You really should not have tampered-" 

"Relax, Eisha," said Tihige, totally unmoved. "I only tasted those that 
were not marked as active experiments. And don't be so possessive. We all 
have an interest and stake in your experiments. You realize what this means, 
don't you?" 
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"Yes. It means that everything we have done is a complete failure! We 
failed to get them to propagate. We only managed to grow the saplings into 
trees. Now, it seems that even the bark of the trees we have grown 
underwater is unpalatable," Eisha lamented morosely. His eye-stalks 
wavered weakly. "What have I been doing for the past few moons? How did 
that committee manage to waste my time so! " 

"Worry not, echoate. I am not here just to spew lava at you," Tihige 
said, adopting again the roundabout manner that Eisha did not like. He could 
see Eisha's impatience building by looking at the rapid rate of bubbles 
emitted by the young echoate of Anagin. But Tihige pretended not to notice. 
"I have another demonstration. Now, try this bit of hitsu I have here." Tihige 
took out a small container from his pouch. From the container, he took our a 
piece of hitsu that did not look any different from the first piece. 

"And where did you get this? " Eisha asked querulously. "Not from my 
specimens again? " 

"Try it. Quickly, before it crumbles to nothingness in this water," Tihige 
said, ignoring the jibe and purposely with-holding the source of the hitsu 
from him. He wanted Eisha to make them himself. 

"Cubic bubbles. Hitsu can stand more exposure to water than that." 
Eisha grumbled as he took a fistful, and introduced it bit by bit into his 
mouth. He munched on it, and then gulped down the rest of the hitsu. "That 
tastes more like hitsu! " 

"Does it? It does! " Tihige said triumphantly. 

Eisha's irises dilated in anger. "You mean you didn't even know what 
result I am going to get? And you just offered it to me." 

"Don't look so shocked, obliging echoate. I reasoned that this should 
work. It could not be poison. At most we would have bitter hitsu." Tihige 
was obviously enjoying this roundabout dance. His smugness betrayed that. 

"Explain yourself," Eisha said as he regulated his emission of bubbles. 

"Don't look so shocked, obliging echoate. I reasoned out that this 
should work. It could not have been poison. At most we would have bitter 
hitsu." 

"I'll get to it," Tihige said unhurriedly. "First of all, let me make some 
statements about well-known facts. Feel free to interrupt me if you don't 
agree." 

Eisha stifled his anger, and tried to keep his bubbles small. "Go ahead." 

"Fact number one: Keikains who did not consume hitsu will eventually 
suffer a degenerative disease. Thus, we are led naturally to the conclusion 
that seiki bark is intrinsically good for us." 
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"Of course." Eisha knew that Tihige was trying to tell him about his 
path of reasoning, but he hated Tihige 's manner of highlighting the obvious. 
So insulting. 

"Wrong. We are not entitled to make this conclusion," said Tihige. He 
was delighted to see that Eisha blowing bubbles of irregular sizes. "In fact it 
is this erroneous step in logic that has formed the basis of our old religion, 
the Great Land mysticism of Aulerka, and led us to perform hikonkii on the 
lands." 

Eisha did not respond, even though he shared Tihige 's sentiments about 
the mysticism of Aulerka. Nobody took the old Songs of Aulerka seriously 
anymore, except the superstitious provincialier, healers and zealots. 

"Fact number two: We know that without hitsu our shells would grow 
soft, and we would revert to a blind, keiooki-like state of life." 

"Yes." 

"Moons ago, as I was listening to your lecture on the chemical analysis 
of keikain's bodily secretions, one thought splashed on me," Tihige said. "It 
was the idea of essences. The essence of slime consists of nikru and nekru. 
That was what splashed upon me, and it is with this in mind that I made my 
deductions." 

"I am uncomfortable with your words, but go on," Eisha said, unsure of 
where this was leading. 

"You see, I made the assumption of essences too. Rejecting the wisdom 
of the healers, I supposed that the goodness of the hitsu lay in its essences." 

"Wait, wait. You are jumping to a lot of conclusions," Eisha protested, 
finally unable to tolerate such mysticism. What is this doctrine of essences 
about? Are you just simply creating a new term to refer to nikru and nekru? 
Hitsu does not secretes nikru or nekru" 

"Indulge me, please, obliging echoate. Let me explain to you where this 
line of speculation led me," Tihige said. 

Eisha said nothing. Chemistry was a young field, and Eisha himself was 
unsure of its fundamental assumptions. To hear Tihige state such points 
without justification was bad enough. To hear him attempt to make use of 
them to deduce new knowledge sounded really dubious. 

Tihige continued, "The essence of hitsu is of course different from the 
nikru and nekru. I was saying that it was your slime research that gave me 
new leads to my new theory. Now where was I yes, Essence of hitsu. No 
intake of hitsu will lead to weakening of shells. That suggest to me that our 
shell needs the essence of hitsu to be strong. So, healthy shells should contain 
the essence of hitsu! " 
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Eisha blew deep bubbles. Tihige was finally making sense now. Eisha's 
eye- stalks were stiff as he paid attention to Tihige 's explanation. 

"What exactly this essence is I do not know yet, but there should be 
some experiment that we can conduct to determine it. Now, what's all this 
have to do with the hitsu that I gave you to eat? Simple, I assume that this 
essence is absent from the dirt that you have grown your seiki trees on. 
That's why the hitsu tasted bitter. Most likely, consuming your hitsu will not 
prevent keikains from suffering the degenerative disease. Anyway, once I 
assume that, then what needs to be done becomes obvious. I grinded the 
shells of some dead keikains and introduced the shell powder into one of 
your atmospheric capsules a moon ago. The hitsu you just ate -" 

"Was from this capsule? Interesting! " Eisha interrupted quickly. "I 
cannot dispute the outcome of your meddling. The sweetness of the hitsu still 
lingered in my mouth." Eisha grinned. "Thank you very much, Academician 
Tihige." 

Tihige's eye-stalks extended appreciatively. Blowing bubbles of 
friendship, he spoke expansively, "It was nothing. Trivial, just some help 
between colleagues." 

"But having said that, I must register my protest," Eisha said, anger 
showing in his voice. Politely, he blew his words in even-toned rhythms. 
"You performed experiments on my samples without my permission. By 
doing so, you could have interfered with my work. Sure, we don't lock up 
our samples, but isn't there such a things as an academician's honour in this? 
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"Your experiments are failures anyway. You admitted it " 

"And you have used an unscientific line of argument to justify what is 
essentially a mere guess. Your rationalizations are just what they are - 
rationalizations. And you have not attempted to actually verify and control 
the variables in your so-called experimentation." 

"But I have succeeded," Tihige protested. "The palatable hitsu-" 

"Proves nothing at all. You reasoning is flawed," Eisha decried. 
Besides, your success is insufficient to prove the validity of your 
philosophy." 

"But, but " 

"What is your specialty at the Academy, Tihige? " Eisha questioned. 
"You sit in lectures spanning wide, disparate fields, and this is your 
contribution? " 

"Don't question me on my contributions, echoate. What I have done far 
exceeds whatever academic progress you have achieved." 



96 



"And what is it that you have done? " Eisha queried, his manner 
brusquer than he wanted to convey. 

"What I have done is deeper than what the flows of your mind can 
understand, echoate." Tihige bubbled haughtily. Don't presume to judge 
me." 

"Well, those are my professional judgements," Eisha said, rightly. 
"Considering the amount of flak that comes the way of Academician Anagin, 
what I have said is nothing." 

"Don't you use the name of your emitsei on me. He is smart, competent 
and a Prince, I'll admit. But as one who tries to squirm out of his duties " 

"Duties? My emitsei has always placed the state of biology as his top 
priority. No one can fault his role as Chief Biologist. He is not a squirmier. In 
fact, it is this war and his being locked up against his will that are preventing 
him from working! " Eisha emitted bubbles of indignation. "The only duties 
that my emitsei neglect You are part of the King's committee." That 
realization suddenly hit him. "Why do you, an academician, agree to the 
swirlings of King Yashi? " 

Tihige turned around, and prepared to leave. "I don't have to listen to 
this. Is this the gratitude you show, echoate? " 

He did not deny it! "Gratitude has nothing to do with this, Academician 
Tihige," Eisha said. "Your meddling has produced results. But what if it did 
not? How sure are you that it was not because of the combined effect of my 
experimentation and your meddling that produces sweet hitsu? You are not 
following the proper procedure, which even an echoate would know. Thus I 
cannot accept your philosophy of science." 

"Your science has not produced anything. But my innovative thinking 
has provided you with insight. If there is anything wrong with the Academy, 
it is this ossification of thought. My young echoate, you will not get 
anywhere with that kind of conservative thinking," Tihige sounded out 
bitterly. He said no more, but simply left with a trail of hot bubbles. 

Echoate Eisha looked sadly at the departing figure, swimming in the 
bioluminescent light. He had never been known to be so aggressive in 
argument. Perhaps I felt great indignation because I'm being manipulated 
unknowingly by the King's committee. Dark waters! If Tihige is part of the 
committee, then I should have pleaded with him to influence the King to 
release my emitsei! Eisha berated himself. Can I approach Tihige with the 
request? No, I was too harsh. He will not listen to me now. 

"Eisha, what is wrong? " A warm, familiar voice interrupted his self 
lamentation. It was Yuri, his mate. 
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"Nothing. I just had an argument with a full-fledged academician," 
Eisha said. Sorry. I was so engrossed in my own thoughts that I did not 
notice you coming in." 

"Worry not about it," Yuri said. "Just don't overwork yourself. You 
have been doing that, and having bouts of bad temper, did you notice that? " 

"I just realized that, but it was too late," Eisha said regretfully, his irises 
dilating in sadness. "I must apologize to Tihige right away." 

"Tihige? The weird and strange one? " 

"Yes. I caught a glimpse of how he works today, and I didn't like what I 
saw." 

"Argue less and think more, my mate," Yuri comforted him. "Please 
learn some control so I don't have to worry so much about you. And do 
remember to eat more and take care." 

"Yes. Diamond words indeed." Eisha waved his eye-stalks. "You come 
here to look for me? " 

Yuri smiled. "I did say that I want to be there when you save all of 
keikai, didn't I? " 

"Stop being so melodramatic, Yuri." Eisha smiled. "Tihige was right. I 
am a failure. So many moons of research and all I have is a lead which I did 
not discover myself." 

"Does it matter? " Yuri said, concerned. "I thought it didn't matter to 
academicians who discovers what." 

"Sometimes it does, my mate. Sometimes it does, I regret to say." 

"You should not worry about it," Yuri said wisely. "It will only affect 
your health. Promise me you will take care and look after yourself and your 
health. Only your work and your health matter. Forget this intense and crazy 
competition for recognition." 

"But I am a mere echoate. I have not yet achieved full academic status" 

"It doesn't matter. Come on, promise me," said Yuri insistently. 
"Promise me that besides working for the good of keikai, you will also take 
care of yourself." 

"Yes, yes," Eisha said, mystified at her sudden sentiment. These 
keikayus are always so moody But if she insists, I can't refuse. "Give me a 
few moments to finish up writing my research logs, then I go home with 
you." 
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Scientist and Insight 

"That's not a sight that any Keshueka would see." Xiimen bloated his throat 
sac as he descended from the sky and landed on the door perch. 

Dorayn looked up and saw Xiimen. She smiled and helped the workers 
carrying the three Ookiis out of the bath tub. "You miss their bath." She 
made a few clicking sound and the Ookiis moved out of the chamber to bask 
in the sun. 

Should I spend effort to learn the Ookii's language? Or should I just 
spend my time enjoying my days. After all, I could be subject to torture in 
any moment. Xiimen's cheek ridges drooped before he straightened them, 
saying, "Deslin is not here today." 

Dorayn flexed her throat sac as she directed the workers to clean up the 
water trail left by the crawling Ookiis. "She was here just now, but she left to 
attend some White Pathfinder session." 

"Why is the bath water so slimy? " Xiimen asked, his throat sac was 
deflated slightly in a reddish hue, showing that he was perplexed. Curious by 
the milky water, he had dipped his fingers in the water that Ookiis had been 
soaked in. "At first glance, it looks like dirt. But it does not seem to be dirt 
on closer inspection," he murmured. 

"I have wondered about that myself." Dorayn replied. "After every bath, 
the water would be slimy. I thought it might be something on their skins." 
She went to take a look at the Ookiis into the courtyard. The LandShaker 
guards were stationed at every corner of the courtyard. 

Xiimen stood very still for a long moment. His throat sac froze, he was 
thinking very hard. It was the first time since his capture that he thought 
about a scientific problem. Dorayn's casual remark had triggered a cascade 
of thoughts. From his past experience, Xiimen felt that if he pursuit the line 
of thoughts carefully, he might discover something important. 

"Xiimen? What is it?" Dorayn asked. She had come back into the 
chamber. There was no one else in the chamber other than the two of them. 
The workers left after cleaning the floor. 

Xiimen looked up from the water and gazed at Dorayn. "This reminds 
me of the experiment that I performed on the four of you when you were still 
eggs. I fetched water from the river mouth once every zhold. The water near 
the river mouth was sometimes milky and slimy, although not to the extent of 
this bath water. But the texture is the same." He turned his attention back to 
the water in the tub. "I had always thought that the slime was simply a 
component of the sea water. But I never found out where this substance 
originated from." 
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Dorayn's throat sac bloated. "Are you thinking that the slimy substance 
in the water that you used for your experiment might have come from the 
Ookiis? " As she asked the question, she became aware of the answer and its 
implications. "Are you saying that it was this substance that caused the four 
of us to be prodigies? " 

"It could very well be. If the Ookiis were the source of this slime, then it 
would explain why the part of the river nearest the Mystic Sea - the river 
mouth - contains more of this slimy substance than anywhere else along the 
river. You have read my report. Remember, in my experiment, I found that 
cocoons found near the river mouth had a greater chance of hatching sentient 
hivers compared to those found further upstream. So this slimy substance 
from the Ookiis may have something to do with our sentience! " Xiimen's 
throat sac fluttered in excitement. 

"But how does this slimy substance from the Ookiis cause us to be 
sentient? " Dorayn asked. 

"I don't know. Maybe" Suddenly, Xiimen's throat sac bloated. "I got it! 

Xiimen ran back to the tub and pointed at the bath water. "Look at this. 
This is the stuff that may have caused us to become sentient in the first place! 
" He saw that Dorayn was about to puff twice in disbelief. "Don't you see? 
We all have to go through four stages in our life cycle - egg, larva, also 
called the zhon state, cocoon, and the adult or the Fayzhon state. We know 
that the larva is non-sentient. We have proved this several times in history. 
Some cynical Keshuekas tried to show that the larva could be sentient, but so 
far they had been unsuccessful. The larva is at most a highly intelligent 
animal, but no more than that." 

Dorayn interrupted him. "I know that." 

"Yes, you do, but do you know what causes a non-sentient zhon to 
develop into a sentient hiver later? It could be the slime from the Ookiis! 
Just imagine this: Perhaps the reason why larva has to spend a year in the 
river is to soak in this slimy substance. Perhaps the more slime it is able to 
absorb, the more intelligent it will be later in life. So those who have not 
been exposed to sufficient levels of slime will come out semi-sentient. Those 
who have will become sentient hivers and those who have absorbed 
extraordinarily high quantities of the slime will become prodigies like you! " 
Xiimen exclaimed. He knew that his hypothesis was very radical, but it felt 
right. He looked at Dorayn. "Can you see anything wrong with my 
hypothesis? We can try to verify or disprove it " He paused. His voice then 
took on a cautious note. "We could do something like what I had done to 
produce you four. We could get a few eggs and let the larva live in the 
Ookiis' bathwater. They might turn out to be super-prodigies! " 
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The thought of Xiimen repeating his experiment made Dorayn feel 
uncomfortable. Fluttering her throat sac a little, she replied, "Your reasoning 
is logical, but I just don't feel comfortable with it. Isn't it very haphazard of 
Nature to come out with this system to allow hivers to be sentient? It will 
make the Ookiis too valuable for our survival. Furthermore the Ookiis are 
themselves also sentient. And if they somehow become extinct, our entire 
species will return to the zhon state again. Nature will lose two sentient 
species quickly." 

Xiimen pondered over this problem. "You have a good point there. I 
cannot explain why our sentience is linked to the Ookiis." He looked around 
before continued at a much lower volume. "But I have already told you that 
Dukryn has discovered the Bybeyn trees are also sentient. And the Bybeyn 
trees are dependent on us for reproduction. If we die, the Bybeyn trees would 
go with us." His voice trailed off, and his throat sac started to flutter again as 
a new idea struck him. "Yes! It's a triangle. A triangle of truth!" 

"Xiimen, calm down." 

"Don't you see? We depend on the Ookiis for our sentience, the Ookiis 
depend on the Bybeyn trees for its bark, and the Bybeyn trees depend on us 
for reproduction. It is very neat and tidy. Nature is indeed very creative," The 
Chief Scientist laughed. He was delighted to be able to elucidate the grand 
scheme of nature. 

"I still find it hard to believe that the Bybeyn trees are sentient," said 
Dorayn. But she remained impressed by Xiimen's reasoning, seeing the 
beauty in Xiimen's grand idea of Nature. "But I think Dukryn is smart 
enough to understand his work. He must have good reasons to think so." 

"Well, Dukryn was very concerned when he knew of your captivity. I 
believe it was his thought of you that motivated him to win the battle for us." 
Xiimen said, looking for a reaction from Dorayn. When he saw her guarded 
throat-sac, he became sombre again. "I think we had better keep this whole 
hypothesis from the Pathfinders. If you manage to come out of this alive and 
reach the Z'Don, inform him. It may be a crazy idea of mine, but I think 
there is some validity in it. Urge Dukryn to conduct experiments to verify it. 
If we could hatch more prodigies like you, the TruthSeekers would 
eventually out-compete the Pathfinders, no matter how this war turns out." 

"That is if that I can get out of this earlier than you," Dorayn countered 
with a weak smile. 

With that thought, Xiimen's elation in his discovery subsided and 
returned to the harsh reality. He was a captive. Now he had more secrets to 
withhold from the Red Pathfinders. 
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Chapter 22. The Disruptions of Destiny 



White Lordling and Lord 

It was deep into the Sechen of HighMoon and the candles were half gone. 
The Red Lord finally accepted the relentless request of audience from White 
Lordling Dartrim. This time Dartrim was accompanied by Deslin. "What is it 
this time? " Runedinn asked, never lifting his head from the piles of reports 
that he had to look through. 

"Are you really going to allow the Red Empress to enter Wor 
Capeborn? " Dartrim asked. He was wearing a thick, white cloak. These days 
practically every hiver wore a thick cloak because of the cold weather. Deslin 
stood silently behind Dartrim. She was also wearing a thick coat. 

"So you think we should bar her from entering Wor Capeborn? " 
Runedinn replied. His attention was still on the report. 

"Yes. In the first place, I do not approve of our alliance with the Reds. 
They are not true Pathfinders and are unworthy of that name. Besides, the 
Red Empress is a dissident of Senya. She had been ousted by the 
TruthSeekers. Capeborn should not be involved in Senya' s troubles. The Red 
Empress must not enter Capeborn." Dartrim bloated strongly. 

Deslin bloated her throat sac to support Dartrim' s assertion. 

Runedinn took a look at the nyuu whiteling. Very young. Then he 
turned his attention to the White Lordling. He realized that Dartrim was 
sincere and was speaking of matters that he strongly believed in. The Z'Don 
of Capeborn sighed. For once, he also held the same sentiments as Dartrim, 
but he was also aware of the danger that the Red Empress posed if he refused 
to cooperate with her. Dartrim apparently had not thought of that. 

"I appreciate your candid remark. I, too, hold the same view as you. But 
it is not so simple. The fact that the Red Empress has her entire regiment of 
Queen Guards stationed next to the border adds a dangerous element to the 
situation. We do not have the luxury of waging a war against the Reds, not 
with the current food shortage. Wor Capeborn is not in a good shape to 
withstand a long siege. Our Yongsheis are already taxed to the limit 
maintaining order and rebuilding the hive. The Blue Lord and I think that it is 
more prudent to allow the Red Empress to pay us a visit," the Great White 
Lord explained. "Triad guided by Trillium will find the way of dealing with 
the Redlings, and if he includes me in his scheme, I shall be well pleased! 
But barring the Red Empress from entering Capeborn is not an option we can 
pursue." 
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Dartrim was silent. He seemed to be seriously pondering over 
Runedinn's words. 

Deslin broke the silence. "Even the threat of war should not be an 
excuse to discard our ideals." 

Both throat sacs of Dartrim and Runedinn turned purple as they puffed 
their throat sacs once showing their puzzlement at what Deslin had said. 
Runedinn was about ask her to further clarify her statement, but instead gave 
a short cry of surprise. 

Charging towards him, Deslin was holding a lightning blade that she 
had pulled out from underneath his cloak. Deymayn had demonstrated the 
power of the lightning blades to him more than a moon ago. Is it set to stun 
or kill? Runedinn wondered. He had his answer when the blade touched him 
and he convulsed, as his life started to drain away from his body. 

"What are you doing? " Dartrim cried. His throat sac turned saffron- 
yellow in panic. 

"There is no other way. Do you not see it, my esteem lordling? 
Runedinn is a secret agent of the Red Pathfinders! " 

Dartrim could see her throat sac fluttering uncontrollably. "Runedinn - a 
secret agent? " The White Lordling puffed his throat sac twice. 

"Remember, despite all your protests, Runedinn did not chase Deymayn 
away. Now, he is the Red Lord. Soon, the Red Empress will come. Yet the 
Great White Lord still does nothing. All these are evidences of his secret 
dealings with the Redlings! He is most likely going to have you assassinated 
as you could be a threat to the Red Empress. I'm doing this for you, my 
esteem lordling." 

"You have a point, Deslin." Dartrim stopped the quavering of his throat 
sac. "I must thank you for saving my life." 

"Esteemed lordling, it must have been Triad who directed me to act so 
that I can protect you from the vile Runedinn. After all, you will be the next 
chosen one to lead the White Pathfinder in Capeborn." Deslin half-deflated 
her throat sac. 

"I'm the chosen one? " Dartrim asked. He was genuinely surprised at 
that pronouncement. 

"Yes. Who else among the White Pathfinders see the danger of the 
Redlings as clearly as you? You must be the one to lead us to safety. If not, 
all will be lost." 

Dartrim bloated his throat sac fully, "Yes. If Triad and Trillium so 
destined, I will obediently take the post of the Great White Lord. But will the 
other lords and lordlings support me? " 
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"They will. Triad and Trillium will certainly send visions to get them to 
support your bid for the throne." 

Dartrim smiled. But as he looked at the body of Runedinn on the floor, 
his panic rose again. "What about him? " Dartrim involuntarily glanced at the 
closed door. 

"Do not worry. The two guards are on your side. We should leave now, 
esteemed lordling. In a few fens, they will raise the alarm." 
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Xavyn and Library 

"What is it that you want to show me/, ' Xayken asked, his puzzlement 
showing on his throat sac. Kuboto also had a puzzled look on his throat sac. 
They were inspecting the Y'yuan when Xavyn found them. Xayken was very 
glad that his fellow hatchling lived through the occupation of the Red 
Pathfinders. Sentient or not, he is more resilient than he looks. 

"Come," Xavyn simply replied. Without another word or look at them, 
he flew towards the west. The Z'Don and the spy master had no choice but to 
follow him. They made a few turns and finally reached a silo in the northern 
section of the main hive. Part of the silo had collapsed. It was obviously 
abandoned after the quake as the damage was too extensive for the Di- 
J'Chures to repair. Xavyn landed just outside the silo. Xayken and Kuboto 
followed suit. Without looking back, Xavyn walked into the only entrance 
still left standing. Both Kuboto and Xayken eyed each other before they 
followed behind him. 

It was dark inside. Xavyn lighted a torch next to the entrance. The fire 
threw wings of light over the abandoned silo-chamber. Before them lay 
stacks and stacks of books neatly piled on top of one another. Kuboto 
stepped slowly towards the books, his astonishment plain on his throat sac. 
He picked up one of the books and read the titled "Comprehensive studies on 
Yaohuu." Kuboto grinned. His cheek ridges rising high as he leafed through 
it.. The spy master put the book down and picked up another one. "This one 
is on the ecology of the Balwinhis. These must be books from the Great 
Senya Library] ' Kuboto waved his arms excitedly. "Or part of it, at least." 

"The ex-Great Senya Library," Xayken corrected him. His throat sac 
wavering. It was really a surprised to see the books in an abandoned silo. The 
day after they had reoccupied Wor Senya, they found the library burned to 
the ground. Geenar's malicious act. Xayken had thought that all the 
knowledge that the TruthSeekers was lost. 

"I saved the library!" Xavyn exclaimed suddenly. 

Both Kuboto and Xayken turned their gazes from the hidden cache of 
books to look at the unassuming semi-sentient worker. Despite much probing 
from Xayken, Xavyn did not say anything else. The statement that Xavyn 
made just now had taken so much effort from him that he simply stared 
blankly about him for a while, completely ignoring Xayken and Kuboto. 

"If I had not seen it with my own eyes, I would not have believed it," 
said Xayken softly to Kuboto. His throat sac was a gentle hue of chartreuse 
green. 

"I agree. It's unbelievable. Xavyn must have heard Xiimen mention 
about seeing the library again that night when we escaped from Wor Senya. 
Imagine the amount of time it must have taken him to move the books. I 
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know it's just a small part of the library, but the danger that he must surely 
have faced" Kuboto's usual composure threatened to break. 

Xayken knew what he meant. Fear eats from within. It saps the courage 
of the brave. Xavyn might not be fully sentient, but he very well knew what 
fear was and rightly so. Yet he had risked his life to save the Library. Xayken 
crooned softly. Without Xavyn, we would have lost the entire library to 
Geenar's fire. 

Then Xayken heard a slight noise among the books. He frowned slightly 
and was about to investigate the source of it when, out of the stacks of books, 
a suuzhon appeared. It raised on its hind legs and looked at Xayken with 
unblinking eyes for a moment before disappearing into the books again. 

"I am mighty proud of you, Xavyn." Xayken touched his fellow 
hatchling. "And Xiimen will be proud of you too," he added softly. 
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Pathfinder Lords and Capeborn 

The Horn of order sounded twice and the Parliament chamber slowly settled 
down but there was still some jitters among the hi vers that had gathered to 
attend the emergency Parliament session. Yaneng and Deymayn sat on the 
left and right seat of the central perch, leaving the central seat, which was for 
the Z'Don of Capeborn, vacant. 

The frail Blue Lord silently stood up from his perch at the central perch 
and waited. The chamber immediately took the cue and went silent. 

"Fellow hivers of Capeborn, again we gather here for an emergency 
session." The good acoustic of the chamber allowed everyone to hear the 
voice of the Blue Lord. Yaneng slowly turned and looked at the empty seat 
on the central perch before turning to address the Parliament. "Runedinn, my 
good friend, had left us. Let us pray in our own ways for a mia that he is now 
further down the Trillium Path." The Blue Lord and all the Blue Pathfinders 
faced south and deflated their throat sacs. All the White Pathfinders fainted 
their throat sacs to ashy green. Runedinn was a well respected Z'Don and 
many genuinely shown their grief, and prayed silently. The Red Pathfinders 
and the TruthSeekers simply stood up to show respect for Runedinn. 

A mia passed and the Blue Lord spoke again. "With Runedinn's sudden 
departure, a lot of administrative matters need to be dealt with. I understand 
that the White Pathfinders had their internal session earlier and they have 
selected their new Great White Lord. I formally invite Dartrim to the central 
perch." 

Dartrim wearing the official robe of the Great White Lord flew one 
round around the Parliament chamber before flying to the centre of the 
chamber and landed on the central perch. Dartrim bloated his throat sac and 
said, "I, Dartrim, am honoured to serve Capeborn. Hatched and formed along 
the Saith River, I am not a native of Capeborn. I have not tasted the water in 
the Wise river as a zhon. I am surprise and greatly touch by the trust of the 
White Pathfinders here to select me for this position where I can look after 
the welfare of all White Pathfinders in Capeborn. I will serve Triad and 
Trillium in my best way. With the guidance of Trillium and passion of Triad, 
I will do my job well." 

"Yes, indeed. No matter who you are, what appointment you hold, all a 
pathfinder needs to do is to serve Triad and Trillium," said Yaneng. 

That prompted bloating of throat sacs from practically all the White and 
Blue Pathfinders in the chamber for what the Blue Lord had said was simple 
but most tend to lose sight of it once they were bogged down by work and 
worries. 
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"Besides introducing a new Great White Lord to the Parliament and 
Capeborn, I also need to introduce a guest. She is Geenar, the Red Empress 
of the Red Pathfinder." 

Geenar flew from the visitor chamber up to the level of the central perch 
and hovered there. "I am the Red Empress. I am honoured to visit Capeborn 
and be here in this very chamber. I am a guest of Capeborn but I too grieve 
for the death of our fellow pathfinder - the Great White Lord, Runedinn." 
Geenar' s throat sac fainted to a green bordering on ashy grey showing her 
sadness. 

"I understand that Capeborn is now in the time of needs. Being a 
compeer to the Supreme White Lord, I command all Red Pathfinders in Dalu. 
I will render help to Capeborn in the name of our Pathfinder Alliance." With 
that Geenar flew down to the visitor chamber. 

Khyew, the chamber leader sounded the horn once and flew to the 
centre of the chamber. The three Lords, Yaneng, Deymayn and Dartrim 
stood up from their perch and faced Khyew. "With the three Lords in place, 
we shall proceed on to the next agenda in this Parliament session. The Office 
of the Z'Don is vacant and the three Lords are the candidates for the election 
of Z'Don. Each Lord will give a speech, then we will start the election." 



Dartrim saw the signal from Yaneng. As the newest Lord, he was to 
speak first, followed by Deymayn then Yaneng. The new Great White Lord 
of Capeborn bloated his throat sac and flew to the centre of the chamber. I 
am again the attention of the entire chamber! This is even better than the 
White Pathfinder session yesterday. The entire Capeborn is here. Dartrim 
suppressed his smile and tried to exude confidence and humbleness. 

"As the youngest Pathfinder Lord among the three, I'll speak first." He 
bloated again towards Yaneng and a slightly stiffer bloating towards 
Deymayn. Then Dartrim turned his attention to the lordlings and hivers in the 
huge chamber. "Capeborn. Though I was hatched in another hive, my 
struggle to fly further down the Trillium Path has brought me to Capeborn. I 
have given myself to Triad and Trillium. They must have guided me to this 
very hive. Triad and Trillium must have guided me to become the Great 
White Lord of Capeborn and now I'm here as one of the candidates for the 
office of Z'Don. But let me remind all present here that I am only a vessel of 
Triad and Trillium. I obey them faithfully." With that, Dartrim bloated his 
throat sac and flew to the central perch. 
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The roar from the Pathfinders reverberated across the entire chamber. 
They loved my speech! Dartrim smiled with great satisfaction. His throat sac 
was colour of azure bordering to green . Daylynn was right. They like to hear 
short speech. The point about me being a vessel must have pleased not only 
the White Pathfinders but also the Blues. Triad and Trillium must have sent 
Daylynn to help me. Without her, I would not have kidnap Dorayn and come 
to Capeborn. My rise to become the Great White Lord of Capeborn of course 
was because of my strength and charisma, but Daylynn did try to help. 
Dartrim conceded. Perhaps I should consider taking her as my queen. 



After Dartrim landed on the central perch, Deymayn flew up to the 
center of the chamber. His entire posture spoke of grace and elegance. The 
Red Lord hovered with ease as he scanned the hivers in the chamber. 

"Capeborn. We are at an important conjuncture. Capeborn must decide 
the fate of the hive's future today. There is absolutely no doubt that Triad and 
Trillium have guided the hive to this very moment. Just like the new Great 
White Lord, I too were not hatched of this hive. But 1 did taste the water in 
the Wise River when I was a zhon." Deymayn turned and smiled at Dartrim 
who was trying to suppress his frown. That prompted some smiles from 
hivers in the chamber. 

"Isn't it interesting that the three candidates here are from three different 
hives? " Deymayn asked the Parliament. "The new Great White Lord is from 
Sargoth, the first hive founded north of the Old Queen. Yaneng is from 
Capeborn, the second oldest hive and I'm from Senya, the founding hive of 
democracy. Triad and Trillium have sent hivers from the three most 
important hives to stand here in this chamber." 

That prompted much muttering in the chamber. Deymayn had 
highlighted a unique situation that intrigued the minds of the hivers. Never in 
the history of Dalu had this situation occurred. The lordlings and hivers 
began to believe that indeed they were at an important conjuncture in history. 
Khyew blew the Horn twice and the chamber quieten down. The lordlings 
and hivers wanted to hear what Deymayn had to say. 

"The comet had struck at the very land of Capeborn. Have you 
wondered why of all place in the entire Dalu, it landed on Capeborn? Why is 
it that we are the one who found the sentient Ookiis at this very conjuncture? 
" Deymayn asked. "This is because Triad and Trillium want Capeborn to be 
the centre of not just Dalu but also a centre of the whole world! The 
TruthSeekers are wrong. How can we evolved into sentient beings? Can a 
world evolve two sentient species? No! This must be the work of Triad and 
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Trillium! The two deities must have created the two races. Each doing its 
part to fulfil a grand scheme, which at this moment has not been revealed to 
us. But I know that simply by revealing the second race to us will strengthen 
our faith. This is the signal from Triad and Trillium to convert all hivers into 
Pathfinders! " The fire of passion that Deymayn had been fanning burst. The 
lordlings and hivers in the chamber were engulfed by irrational elation and 
exuberance. The roar in the chamber was deafening and Deymayn hovered at 
the centre of the chamber basking in the cheers from the crowd. 

Khyew sounded the Horn several times but to no avail until Yaneng 
stood up from his perch and just stood there. Hivers who happened to look in 
the direction of the central perch saw that the Blue Lord had stood up and 
quickly hushed up. They in turn pulled their neighbours to look at the central 
perch. Like a wave, the excitement was contained and the crowd settled 
down. 

Deymayn hid his awe of the Blue Lord. He is really highly respected by 
the entire Capeborn. Will my plan work? 

The Blue Lord said, "Let us hear out what the Red Lord has to say." 
Then he returned to his perch. 

"We are indeed fortunate to have Yaneng in Capeborn. He brings 
stability to the hive." Deymayn openly praised the Blue Lord. Many lordlings 
and hivers' respect for Deymayn increased further, as they felt that Deymayn 
was one who would give praise to anyone even if he was his direct 
competitor. 

"There are much that I have to learn from the Blue Lord, for I am young 
and not as experience in running a hive as him." Deymayn said depreciatory 
smile. "Although I am young, I am also full of energy and zest. I do not have 
the age to accumulate a lot of experience, but I have been the Red Lord and 
co-rule Capeborn for a few moons." Deymayn's eye wandered to Deymayn 
when he said that. I am saying I have more experience than that whiteling 
and I am not frail. "With the help of Triad and Trillium, my weakness will 
become my strength." 

Deymayn puffed his throat sac once and raised his cheek ridges as he 
heard the roar coming from the hivers. The cheers were overwhelming. Even 
Khyew could not help himself and join in to cheer for the Red Lord. After a 
few mias, Khyew remembered his role and blew the Horn. This time the 
hivers settled down more quickly as they would like to hear the speech of 
their highly respected Blue Lord. Once the chamber was quiet again, 
Deymayn flew slowly back to the central perch. The Blue Lord smiled at him 
before he flew to the center of the chamber. It was his turn to address the 
Parliament and the audience. 
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"I am an old. I had thought that Runedinn would outlast me." The Blue 
Lord smiled with sadness. "He's gone and I'm still here. He was a good 
Z'Don and I had the pleasure of working with him for many hatches. If I was 
younger, I might ask you to vote for me and would have made a stirring 
speech. However as I say, I'm old. With the blessing of Triad and Trillium, I 
might see another hatch or two. I am content to assist the new Z'Don so that 
there is an easy transition between the previous administration and the new 
one. If you elected me into office, you might have to call for an emergency 
session two hatches later." Yaneng smiled and flew back to the central perch. 

Some hivers in the chamber were stunned by the speech to turn down 
the nomination, but most understood and accepted the Blue Lord's decision. 
It was indeed the character of Yaneng. If there was another candidate who 
was as old as Yaneng, few doubted that the candidate would be so selfless 
and turned down the nomination. Even if it was just a hatch or even a moon, 
many hivers were willing to fight and die to become the Z'Don. However the 
Blue Lord had the macro view in mind. The cheers were slowed to come, but 
by the time the Blue Lord landed on the central perch, the cheers were as 
loud and as long as the one that they had given to Deymayn. 

After blowing the horn and settling the crowd down, Khyew announced, 
"It is time to cast your votes. Remember every vote is important for it will 
determine who will become the next Z'Don of Capeborn. Listen carefully to 
my instructions. Those who support the Great White Lord, Dartrim will turn 
their throat sacs pure white. Those who support the Red Lord, Deymayn will 
turn their throat sacs pure red. Even though the Blue Lord did not ask for 
your votes, forms must still be observed." Khyew puffed and smiled. "Those 
who vote for the Blue Lord, Yaneng will turn their throat sacs pure blue. Me 
and my assistants will count the votes. Now make a choice." 

Dartrim looked around the chamber and saw that many had voted for 
him especially the white lordlings and pathfinders. However it was not 
enough. A large part of the chamber was red. Why? I was a Lordling and he 
was just a Yongshei! 

The chamber leader leave the actual counting to his three sections of 
assistants. Each assistant took care of a sector of the chamber, which had a 
seating capacity of six hundred. Everyone knew that Deymayn had won, but 
forms must be followed and they still looked and counted every throat sac in 
the chamber. It took them about three fens to complete the counting. Khyew 
added up the votes counted by each of his assistant on his dyepad and finally 
he bloated and all his assistants left the chamber. Khyew flew to the centre of 
the chamber to announce the results. 

"Election poll for the twenty first Z'Don of Capeborn: the Great White 
Lord, Dartrim garnered six thousand and three votes. The Red Lord, 
Deymayn received thirteen thousand six hundred and two votes. The Blue 
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Lord, Yaneng has nine hundred and eighty two votes. I hereby declare Red 
Lord, Deymayn as the twenty first Z'Don of Capeborn." 

Deymayn bloated to both Yaneng and Dartrim. "I look forward to co- 
ruling the hive with two of the finest pathfinders in Capeborn." 

"I'm not the finest, but definitely one of the oldest." The Blue Lord 
laughed. "Congratulation. May you soar high under the guidance of Triad 
and Trillium." 

"Thank you Lord Yaneng." Deymayn turned to Dartrim. "I hope we can 
put aside out difference and work together to build a better future for 
Capeborn. Both of us are young and we could be co-ruling Capeborn for 
many hatches." 

Dartrim was a bit startled by Deymayn's candidness. I hate him, but 
he's right. I'm still young. I could be Great White Lord for a long time. This 
is just a temporary setback. I'll work with him until the next election and 
then I'll be the twenty second Z'Don of Capeborn. Dartrim put on a smile 
and said, "I agree. Congratulation. May Triad and Trillium guide your 
actions." 
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Red Lord and Capeborn 

"I ordered you to return to Wor Senya with reinforcement. Why were my 
orders not obeyed? " Empress Geenar asked, her throat sac turning purple 
with anger. 

Deymayn suppressed his anger. Even though he was the Z'Don of 
Capeborn, he was still the Red Lord and she was the Red Empress. Of course 
the title of Red Empress did not scare him, but there are still several triads 
that served her and they were right at Capeborn' s border. Now that he 
became the Z'Don of Capeborn, he felt a need to protect Capeborn. Senya is 
no longer as important. But I need to get Geenar out of Capeborn and 
preferably get her killed. 

"Runedinn was far from cooperative. He opposed my attempts to get 
reinforcement for Wor Senya. But if I were to return to Senya immediately 
without any reinforcement, I would have failed you. But Trillium indeed was 
guiding us. I came to possess a very powerful weapon. It will change the way 
war is fought. I dare say its impact will surpass that of the steel blades." 

"What is this new weapon that you are talking about? ' Geenar asked 
impatiently. 

Deymayn bloated his throat sac and took out a steel blade. It seemed 
much thicker than usual. "Your Majesty, this is not just an ordinary steel 
blade. In order to demonstrate how it works, we need to find a Balwinhi." 

Empress Geenar followed him and they flew a short distant to an open 
loading area where there were a few Balwinhis around. When the semi- 
sentient workers saw Deymayn approach, they fled. 

"What happened to them? " Empress Geenar asked. 

"Your Majesty, it's just a misunderstanding between them and me." 
Deymayn gave a slight smile but did not elaborate further. "Your Majesty, 
behold the power of my new weapon." 

Deymayn simply touched the nearest Balwinhi with the lightning blade 
and it immediately convulsed and writhed on the ground. Its limbs were 
trashing about and it was making a lot of noise. The other Balwinhis 
immediately fled the loading area. Within a mia, the Balwinhi was still. 

Empress Geenar had to control her throat sac with all her will power. 
This was the most gruesome sight she had ever witnessed. The battle at Wor 
Senya paled in comparison with what she had observed here. However the 
feeling of revulsion was soon replaced by exhilaration. Geenar immediately 
appreciated the power of the new weapon. With it, even with a smaller force, 
she could retake Wor Senya and perhaps conquer the entire the entire 
Dalu."What is the name of this new weapon? " 
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"I call it 'Lightning Blade'. It can kill at the touch of bare skin. It can 
also be used to stun the victim if you want to capture him alive. Battles from 
now on will be clean and fast," said Deymayn. He was pleased to see that the 
Red Empress was no longer angry with him 

"How many of these blades do we have? " she asked. 

"So far only half of my triad has it. The smiths here are doing their best 
but good-quality iron is hard to find in Capeborn. Furthermore, we are 
dependent on the Ookiis to supply us with the energy source for the 
lightning-" 

Geenar was stupefied by what she heard. "What are these Ookiis that 
you speak of? You talk as though they were sentient." 

"But they are! Trillium does indeed guide us. We found these marine 
animals in the snow, and Dorayn the captive nursed them back to health. 
Metal prods were found in their possession, and it was I who discovered their 
use and later modify to make the lightning blade. The Ookiis that I talked to 
expressed the desire to trade Bybeyn barks for the energy source to power 
these blades. Isn't that amazing? " 

"Wonderful, but I still do not fully understand the entire situation. Why 
should they trade weapons for some worthless Bybeyn barks? " Empress 
Geenar asked. 

"It is their source of food. For some reason they are waging a war in the 
sea with another clan and are running out of bark. So we set up the trade. 
However recently we faced some problems. Their enemies attacked my 
LandShakers when they were on their way to the trading point. I have told 
my Ookii allies that I will help them win their war if they continue to trade 
with us." 

Empress Geenar looked confused. "What is a clan? " 

"Your Majesty, I will explain everything while we fly to take a look at 
the Ookiis that we have rescued." 
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Dorayn and Deslin 

"Why are you helping me? " Deslin puffed her throat sac twice rapidly as she 
relaxed in the chixing cell. Hundreds of chixing were cleaning the dirt and 
dead skins from her body. The warmth in the cell also helped to relax her 
muscles. The chixing cell was slightly warmer and more humid that other 
cells in the hive as the small insect symbionts must be kept in that conditions. 
Their natural habitat was tropical swarm, and the one hee long chixing could 
consume up to its own mass of dirt and dead skin. Thus hivers had long since 
domesticated the chixings. The domesticated chixing still had wings but had 
lost the ability to fly unlike their wild cousins. 

Dorayn flexed her throat sac and replied, "Because it is also to my 
benefits that you gain control of Capeborn instead of Deymayn." She heaved 
a sigh of contentment as she relaxed in the cleaning cell. Clearing she was 
enjoying the nibbling of the chixings. Deslin and Dorayn were alone in the 
small chixing cell. Deslin had invited Dorayn to her personal cleaning cell 
instead of going to communal chixing chamber to clean themselves. 

"But I tricked and kidnapped you to Capeborn," said Deslin without any 
tinge of regret or remorse. 

"Yes. If the situation is just that, I will never think of helping you," 
Dorayn admitted. "However I cannot allow Deymayn to continue as Z'Don 
of Capeborn. with him around, even if the Red Pathfinders lost this war, he 
will eventually annex Senya. I cannot allow that." Her crimson throat sac 
showed her determination. 

"So you think I will not annex Senya? " Deslin asked as she lifted her 
left cheek ridges. 

"I think you would be content with ruling Capeborn, won't you? " 
Dorayn also lifted her left cheek ridges. 

Deslin looked at the prodigy for a while before she replied with a smile, 
"You do know me well. Still, it is still very unusual for my enemy to help 
me." 

"But the enemy of my enemy is my friend," Dorayn said with slight 
grin. "Do not worry about me seeking revenge. Didn't my advice helps your 
Dartrim to become the Great White Lord of Capeborn? " 

"Yes, never did I know that you can be so ruthless. It seems you are no 
different from me after all." Deslin sneered. 

Dorayn' s throat sac turned cerise red in anger. "There is a difference. I 
plot for Senya. You scheme for yourself." But Runedinn still died because of 
me. Guilt threatened to overwhelm her again. That's the only way to help 
Senya. In order to get rid of Deymayn, I must first let him be the Z'Don. She 
tried to convince herself. The Pathfinders in Capeborn did not act with reason 
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but with faith. Dorayn realized that when Deymayn easily fooled the 
Pathfinders to become the Red Lord in Capeborn. That's the weakness in the 
Pathfinders that I can exploit. Get Deslin to kill Runedinn and implicate 
Dartrim in the process. Dartrim becomes the next Great White Lord. Dorayn 
knew that Dartrim hated Deymayn. If Dartrim was elected as the Z'Don, he 
would certainly banish Deymayn and his Red Pathfinders from Capeborn. 
However, Dorayn also knew that banking on Dartrim being elected into the 
Z'Don office was a long shot. She expected Deymayn to win. This was the 
greatest gamble that she had ever taken. In order to eliminate Deymayn from 
the political scene in Capeborn, I must make him the Z'Don. Then he will be 
implicated into the death of Runedinn. 

"Is this the first time you enjoy the luxury of a personal chixing cell? " 
Deslin asked Dorayn when she realised that the prodigy was silent. 

"Yes. It is indeed quite an enjoyable experience," Dorayn admitted. "So 
does Dartrim also use this chixing cell? " 

Deslin's throat sac pulsated. "This cell belongs to him. It is one of the 
perks of being the Great White Lord." 

Dorayn smiled, "So he must have trusted you a lot." 

"Of course. I'm the one who did all the work in rallying support for him 
among the White Pathfinders. Without me, he'll never be the Great White 
Lord," said Deslin. She looked at Dorayn before she added, "He doesn't 
know about your involvement." 

"Good. Now we will aid him to become the Z'Don of Capeborn," 
Dorayn smiled. 
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Keikains and Tugracao 

"What do you mean it is standard military doctrine, sergeant? " General 
Keenlaka demanded. "I am the General. I shall decide which part of military 
doctrine to adopt. Now send that regiment of troops through the net to join 
the fighting. Before we suffer more losses now! " He boomed and punctuated 
his speech with high ultrasound screech. The small war post reflected his 
screech causing all the keikains in the post to cringe and some even retracted 
their eye-stalks. 

"But that will leave only the skeleton crew left to guard the net." 

"That's the risk I am going to take," General Keenlaka waved his 
flippers. "The enemy will not expect us to take such risk." He grinned and 
waved his eye- stalks. 

"It is true that the enemy will not anticipate this move. However even if 
Company Two and Three are sent to the battle front, other than the signallers 
in this war post, there will be none to guide the dendetsu. Even with the 
additional two companies, the chance of the enemy repelling our counter- 
attack is still there. In all likelihood, they will not just repel our forces, they 
will tear down the dendetsu. By then, nothing can stop their advance to the 
capital! " 

"The enemy has to fight through our troops to get to the dendetsu first, 
sergeant," Keenlaka said, trying to argue the sergeant into obedience. "We 
will win this, I tell you. I have very reliable intelligence reports that say the 
enemy is weakened. I am just sending the regiment to aid the battle front on 
the other side of the dendetsu. Go back and tell your commander what I have 
just said. Just obey your orders! " 

The sergeant saluted the General and left the war post. Keenlaka could 
see the resigned look on his face, and knew that he was not happy. There 
goes the morale of another regiment. He felt like pulling the sergeant back, 
and sending another messenger to the regiment guarding the dendetsu net. 
But he moved too fast, and was already off to convey the command to the 
regiment guarding the dendetsu. 

Keenlaka strode to the signaller manning the sonar scanner. Donning the 
headphones, the General peered out, using the enhanced sonar. The western 
dendetsu line stood, undisturbed. Our second last line of defence. The last 
one would be the city wall itself. Never in my life would I dream that the 
Six-Stars and Hard-Circles can reach this far into our seas. But the combined 
army had pushed the Diamond Clan back to this line of defence a moon ago. 
Offence is also a form of defence. Why can't the Sergeant see that? The 
sonar scanner saw a narrow section of net lowering downwards. That 
indicated that the regiment had received his order and was now crossing over 
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the dendetsu to reinforce the battle front. Good! Let's hope we can push the 
enemies back to the next dendetsu line. 

He took off his headphones and asked the signaller, "How is the 
situation at the battle front? Have the forward regiment reported in? " 

"Not all, General," the signaller said, as he looked at the slate. 
"Companies one to four report heavy casualties. That was half a zhikan ago. 
Company five has not reported in at all since they initiated the attack on the 
enemy hiding outside." 

Keenlaka squeezed his irises in frustration. Not good. Not good at all. 
This means that even with the two companies that I sent as reinforcement, 
there is only a regiment with only two-third strength against possibly a full 
regiment of enemies. Minister Nurata's information has not been entirely 
accurate. Nurata had told King Yashi that the flying creatures had stopped 
supplying hitsu to the Combined Army after the attack using pressurized 
water canons. That must have been an exaggeration to increase his standing 
in Yashi 's eyes. The enemy had not been weaken from hitsu starvation. The 
casualty count was making him worried. 

Are we going to lose another battle like the one before? How am I 
going to face King Yashi with another loss? I'll go to the shisan for sure! 

The double clicks from the sonar scanner signalled an incoming 
message. Keenlaka quickly reverted back from his dark brooding. "What's 
the news? " 

Beside the signaller was his military advisor, Daha. Daha stared intently 
at the slate upon which the signaller was transribing a message. "General, 
Company Two has reported in. They are grateful for the reinforcement, 
which is presently engaging the enemy. Company One to four are taking this 
opportunity to pull back and regroup. They reported that the casualty count is 
horrible. The four companies are forced to combine into just one company 
and three squads! " 

My assessment about the strength of the forward regiment is right. 
Keenlaka withheld emitting a low click. He felt desperate but it was not good 
to lower the morale even further. This is all because of the lost battle a moon 
ago. It has wiped out our belief in our superiority entirely. 

"Company Five has not reported in, General," Daha reported, his 
posture and eye-stalks betrayed his lack of confidence. 

You mean you don't expect them to report in ever again, don't you? 
Keenlaka looked at the Diamond soldiers in the war post. Suddenly, he felt 
very vulnerable. What can I do to raise the morale? "We will search for 
them when the battle is over-" 
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But he was interrupted by the brash young signaller. "Sir, I have a 
transmission from the Company Two deputy-commander. Let me switch on 
the speaker." 

" of Company Two speaking. The Commander is dead, and I am 
assuming command. The enemy is too strong. We have sighted numerous 
flying creatures, heading towards you. We do not have many keikains left. I 
am taking the remaining squad to join the battle. Great Lands, and may we 
find the paths to them." 

"The Tugracao! It is them! " General Keenlaka's eye-stalks almost 
popped out in surprise. But what can fliers do to us keikains in the water? He 
wondered. 

Before he had time to respond, another voice barked through the 
speaker. "This is the dendetsu crew! It's a nightmare here! Many tiny 
creatures that we have never seen before are raining down from the sky! 
They have claws and they are crawling their way into our flesh! Fortunately 
for us, the creatures died shortly after entering water. We are now at the sea 
floor near the dendetsu sink, waiting for the rain of nightmare to stop." 

General Keenlaka responded by barking out, "No! Guard the buoys! 
The enemy is in the air, above the water surface. Do not abandon the buoys! 
" But it was futile, for the microphone was with the signaller, and he had not 
switched it on for transmission. The voice in the speaker continued. 

"Great Lands! The dendetsu is no longer anchored at buoy point six. 
Now buoy point four is gone. What's that? Buoy Two too." 

The signaller quickly switched the sonar for transmission. Keenlaka 
grabbed the microphone. "The enemy is above you. It is the Tugracao! 
Flying creatures above the surface! " 

"Tugracao what? " The dendetsu crew asked. 

Before Keenlaka had time to repeat his order, Daha, donning the sonar 
headphones, interrupted. "General, it's too late! The dendetsu is coming 
apart and dropping to the sea floor. Only the extreme ends are holding up! 
But that is not all. The enemy is advancing. I can see the rampaging 
barbarians coming through - straight for us! " 

General Keenlaka could only stare in fright. If the dendetsu were 
breached the Combined Army could then move freely in and out of the 
Diamond Clan waters! 

"Retreat! Order all regiment to retreat to the capital! We will make our 
last stand there." However even before the signaller could broadcast the 
order, the enemies had broken into the war post. 

A Six-Star soldier came in first. With a wave of his prod, he cleared the 
space before him. Soldiers either ducked adroitly away, or suffered the 
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shocks of his prod. Scanning the Diamond Clan soldiers before him, he 
calmly picked out General Keenlaka. 

"I am Konlagu of the Six-Star clan," he said. "Meet your death! " 

And as he delivered his death blow, other Six-Star and Hard-Circle 
soldiers joined in. The fights in the cramped war post were furious but short. 

The way was now clear for the Combined Army to capture the capital of 
the Diamond Clan. 
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Red Empress and her Demands 

"So these are the Ookiis," the Red Empress looked distastefully at the 
moving lumps of ground-hugging creatures. Deymayn could see from her 
countenance that she had even less patience of these creatures than he had. 
And much more cavalier than I. Deymayn thought darkly. At least I can 
appreciate how stunning this revelation of sentiency in Ookiis are. She does 
not even care. All she wants is victory over the TruthSeekers. 

He had his LandShakers take Dorayn away. If she had seen the look of 
distain on the Red Empress, Dorayn would most probably insult or anger her. 
He could not afford to have Dorayn dead. He needed her for to translate the 
ookiis' language. 

And a good deal more cavalier than I am. Deymayn thought darkly. 

Empress Geenar flexed her throat sac. She had lost interest in the Ookiis 
and flew in the direction of her chamber without checking whether Deymayn 
and her Redlings were following. Deymayn again suppressed his anger. He 
could also see that his LandShakers were also not pleased with the way that 
the Red Empress was treating their Triad Commander. Deymayn cooled 
down. At least, I'm sure my LandShakers are loyal to me and not to Geenar. 
He flew and caught up with the Red Empress. 

"Tell me about this problem you have with their enemy clan." Geenar 
ordered when Deymayn caught up with her. 

"It has been more or less resolved," Deymayn explained. "I have 
dispatched a triad to help in their war. We will exact the vengeance that their 
enemy has done to us! " 

"Are they still meddling? " 

"Not after I have dispatched the triad. Trade has resumed." 

"Good. Now that the Glass-Rock clan is no longer meddling, we must 
not just continue our trade, we must increase it. Tell them that we want more 
batteries. If possible, ask them how the battery is made. I do not want to 
depend on these Ookiis forever for the batteries," said Empress Geenar. 

Deymayn kowklined and replied, "I hear and obey." This kowklin must 
stop soon. I must devise a plan to get rid of the TruthSeekers in Senya and 
also you. 

"How are our war preparations? " Empress Geenar asked. 

"I have sent all the smiths in Capeborn to start a Lightning Blade factory 
in Camp Xichang. It is the camp that guards the Trillium Bridge and the 
Wise River. The Triad Link has also been rebuilt and we have re-established 
contact with Raisyn and the triads under his command. Raisyn will be taking 
care of the iron supply while I supervise the blade production. Within three 
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moons, we should be able to produce enough Lightning Blades to equip 
every Yongshei under our command." 

"Three moons? That's too long. Make sure it's done within two," 
Empress Geenar ordered. 

Deymayn wanted to protest but he knew it would be pointless. He 
kowklined, "Your Majesty, I hear and obey." 
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Concubine and Spy 

"You must come with me, Prince Anagin." 

"Who are you? " Anagin asked, sleepily poking his head out from his 
shell. 

"Quietly please. I am here to get you out." 

Anagin' s eye-stalks snapped into alert wakefulness. "1 know you. You 
are the one who came in here before, isn't it? " 

"Yes, it was I. Please, we do not have much time." 

"Who sent you? Why have you come again? Do you know what 
marvels the seiki-" 

"Not another word. It will all become clear after I get you out." 

"No I cannot leave. My work, the seiki-" 

"But keikai needs you! We all need your full attention on the problem 
of the seiki!" 

"That is why I must stay. To continue my work. Do you know that I've 
made a great discovery? " 

"You like staying here, in a cell like this? " 

"I have unlimited access to books and plenty of time to do my work. It 
is a good arrangement. See here - I have found your seiki shoot here most 
amazing. See the patterns of luminous green and red? They-" 

"We can bring it along, if you like." 

"But my other equipment-" 

"No more questions. I will make you come with me. I am a keikayu and 
I am bigger! Don't protest unless you fancy bleeding." 

"No, no! " 

"Quiet." 

"Guards! I am being abducted here! " 

"Now you've done it, Prince Anagin! I regret that I actually agree to 
help you escape. You are too selfish! " At that, the keikayu backed out the 
door seal. Anagin could only stare at the constricting door. Suddenly he 
remembered who the keikayu was, and why she looked so familiar. 
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"So it is you all along," King Yashi roared bitterly, causing the small 
dome to reverberate. "I've suspected it, but I've hoped that I was wrong. It is 
you, my concubine." 

"If you are going to send me to the shisan, then do it quick. I am 
growing tired of your petty posturing," Tinaiko said. 

"No. That would be too easy on you," the king of the Diamond Clan 
said, his anger growing. "Kurata, leave us please." 

"Your Majesty, I must advise you to be careful. She is a very dangerous 
covert operative," warned Kurata the Minister of Intelligence. "Now that her 
cover is blown, it would be folly to be with her alone. I suggest you let our 
agents handle her, Your Majesty." 

"What nonsense! " cried Tinaiko indignantly. 

"Leave us! I'll hand her over to you soon enough. This is personal." 

Kurata turned, and left the interrogation chamber. Only King Yashi and 
Tinaiko were left alone in there. 

"I am not a spy I tell you," Tinaiko said plainly. 

"Spare me your excuses. You are a Hard-Circle spy, don't deny it." 

"No, this is all a mistake," Tinaiko said. "This has nothing to do with 

me " 

"Really? How do you explain, my dear concubine, what you were 
doing in Anagin's dome? " 

"I was helping him to escape. But that stupid son of yours refused to 

go" 

"And that was all? Nothing more? " Yashi asked. He was unconvinced. 
"Yes, Your Majesty, and my master." 

"You see, I have been thinking of my old tutor, Kekrata's advice," 
Yashi said. "He instructed me many things before his death. 'Ask who 
benefits, and the answer will provide you with the instigator.' That was his 
favourite adage. And I have been thinking of how the war started between 
the Six-Star clan and us. Who does it benefit? The Hard-Circle. You were 
their operative, tasked to take down the Six-Star dendetsu net defense, 
weren't you? " 

"No, Your Majesty, there is no such thing. I am just a concubine " 

"Don't pretend to fool me. The keikayus of my harem are all my mates. 
Don't ever think that makes you privileged," King Yashi blew loudly and 
angrily. "I know of your secret meetings with my guards. I know how one of 
you persuaded my guards to let Anagin, my ingrate of a son continue 
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working on the seiki. And I let it go, because I saw it fit to let it go on. But 
don't think you can hide anything from me, King Yashi Konkouseki." 

"I didn't know you knew, my lord and king " 

"I know! So tell me: who instigated you to free Anagin? Who was your 
informant, and whom did you pass your information to? And from whom 
did you get your orders? How far removed are you from King Henka's 
Minster of Intelligence? " 

"But your Majesty, you have accused me of much that I have not done," 
Tinaiko protested. "I admit that I tried to help Prince Anagin escape, but that 
is all! " 

"Is that true? " Yashi spoke, his eyestalks softening. "But why? Anagin 
is not your son, so who put you up to it? Yunuiga? " 

"Yes, Your Majesty. It was she who made me do it. But we did it for the 
good of all Keikai." Tinaiko explained. "We are not spies." 

Suddenly, the door seal dilated, and in stepped Kurata. He was followed 
by the First Concubine, Yunuiga. "Your Majesty, this is terrible. The first 
concubine here claims to be the spy we are seeking in the harem. Pardon my 
intrusion, but she insisted on seeing you immediately." 

"You, Yunuiga, my first concubine," Yashi blew, surprised. "You?" 

"Yes, my lord and majesty," the older keikayu said. "I am the covert 
operative that you are seeking. This has nothing to Tinaiko. Let her go." 

"You mean you were the one who sabotaged the Six-Star dendetsu net 
defense? You instigated her to help Anagin escape? " 

"Yes, it was I all along," Yunuiga said, staring steadily at Tinaiko. An 
indecipherable expression was upon both their faces. "Just let her go. She is 
just my pawn." 

"Whom do you report to, you traitor! " Yashi roared. Emotion clouded 
his vision; the shock of betrayal was too great. He had suspected something 
was going on, but a betrayal by Yunuiga, his first concubine was too much to 
bear. "Why?" 

"Wait, Your Majesty," Kurata spoke quickly and calmly. "I don't think 
she is telling the truth. Explain to me how you sabotaged the dendetsu net 
defence, keikayu." 

"Your impertinence toward His Majesty's First Concubine will be 
echoed loud and clear " 

"Answer him," King Yashi blew hatefully. 

"Yes, answer me, keikayu. Do not presume to cloud the water around 
me, the Minister of Intelligence," Kurata sneered at her. "I have watched you 
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keikayu and your manipulations. For cycles, I have observed a lot and your 
amateurish attempts at subverting court officials. Do not presume that I 
would fall for such meagre tricks." 

"What is there to say? I am the spy you want, and you know what I did. 
Release Anagin and Tinaiko at once." 

"My concubine, I can understand why you want to free your own son. 
But Tinaiko? If she were a mere pawn of yours, why expose your many 
circles of carefully planned deception do protect her? What do you think, 
Kurata." 

"My thoughts exactly, Your Majesty," said Kurata. He was eager to 
demonstrate his astuteness. "I belief that they are mere amateurs, if they are 
spies at all. Probably they have some secret, probably they are protecting 
someone. But they are both not the operative that we seek." 

"Do you realise what this means? It means that these pathetic 
concubines have been wasting our time. All they have done is attempt to help 
Anagin that ingrate escape," Yashi smiled with relief. My concubines did not 
betray me. "Kurata, you nearly cause me to send my beloved concubines to 
shisan." 

Minister Kurata cringed and did not even dare to move or disturb the 
water in the dome. He realized that his over enthusiasm in netting the spy had 
placed him in hot waters. 

King Yashi was about to speak when the door seal dilated of its own 
accord. 

A hulking shadow entered, moving swiftly towards Kurata before. 
Before the Minister of Intelligence could turn around to look at the intruder, 
he had been knocked senseless against the chamber's wall. The intruder then 
turned to face King Yashi, who by now had his prod out and up. The king 
inched towards the open door seal, watching the intruder's prod carefully. 
"Guards! Guards!" 

Very calmly, the intruder closed a contact on the door panel, and the 
door resealed, cutting off Yashi 's route of escape. "There's no use shouting. I 
have already taken care of your ten guards outside," she said. 

"Who are you and what are you doing here? I'll send you to the shisan. 
I will," cried Yashi. 

"No, you will not. I am your gift. From King Henka. A gift from a 
victor to his vanquished opponent." And without further elaboration, she 
thrust her prod out at Yashi, who took the full charge of the prod and 
slumped onto the floor. 

"No! " Yunuiga cried, diving towards Yashi 's dead form. But there was 
nothing she could do. The water in the chamber had been splashing about 
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from the skirmish, but as the water current damped, the pointed absence of 
heartbeat from the body of King Yashi of the Diamond Clan became 
obvious. 

The intruder waited for calmness to return to the shocked concubines. 
As they composed themselves, she spoke, "Both of you are free to go. Go 
and tell the rest of the clan that the king is dead and that this war is over! " 

"No! " cried Yunuiga angrily. Yashi 's prod was in her paws, and her big 
form blocked the door seal. "Traitor! " 

"Assassin," Tinaiko blew. She positioned herself directly behind the 
intruder and over the unconscious form of Minister Kurata. 

"You are the spy Yashi spoke of, isn't it? " Yunuiga asked rhetorically. 
There was no reply. Meanwhile, Tinaiko was trying to wake Minister Kurata. 

The First Concubine added, "You are going to the shisan instead." 

"This is just what I have expected. When I received my orders, I knew I 
could not expect to live beyond this," the keikayu intruder said. "But please 
do me a favour, First Concubine. The next time Eisha visits you at the harem, 
please remind him to take care of himself. Promise me you'll never tell him 
about my true identity." 
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Chapter 23. The Turbulence of Upheaval 



Senya and War Meeting 

"Our Ianxan tactics worked wonderfully here. Unfortunately, we cannot use 
the same tactics again. They will be prepared this time," Xayken commented 
as he looked around the chamber at the various hivers and fellow comrades 
of war. His throat sac was bloated but it was not in a healthy hue. His deep 
set fuchsia-scarlet eyes also lost their brightness. The news of Xiimen falling 
into the hands of the Reds had disturbed him greatly. However the war with 
the Red Pathfinders had to go on. A day after the reoccupation of Wor Senya, 
the Z'Don called for a war meeting in his old office chamber. 

"Yes, the Reds will be prepared against our Ianxan charge. Furthermore, 
the same tactics will not be effective if we are fighting to take over the Iron 
Mine. The mountain sloops are too steep for the Ianxans," said Diawyn as 
she pointed at the large map that was laid out on the songwood table. Her 
throat sac was firm and bloated. Since the TruthSeekers' success in retaking 
Wor Senya, Diawyn' s self-confidence as a triad commander had also 
increased. Under her leadership, the WindRacers and the renegades were 
able to pierce the Reds' defense at the western ring wall with only a few 
casualties. 

After the Reds had fled from Wor Senya, the TruthSeekers began a 
systematic sweep for Redlings still hiding in the hive. They did not find 
many, only those who were too seriously injured to escape. The injured 
Redlings were treated by TruthSeeker Yishis and then sent to detention cells. 
The Yishis were also busy attending to fellow TruthSeekers and their 
renegade allies who were injured during the battle. 

It was in the emergency Y'yuan that Diawyn found Aoirey. The old 
WindRacer commander were helping the Yishis in treating the wounded. The 
WindRacers were excited and happy to see that Aoirey had survived the Red 
occupation of Wor Senya. However the old triad commander no longer had 
her former strength. Seeing that Diawyn was doing fine with the triad, 
Aoirey had spoken to the Z'Don about her retirement and to appoint Diawyn 
to take over her position officially. Xayken commended Aoirey for her 
contributions to Senya. He agreed to her decision to retire and also promoted 
Diawyn to become full fledge commander of the WindRacers. 

"Our greatest advantage is still our superb communication and 
coordination system using the Bybeyn tree," said Dukryn. "I believe the 
C'Keshueka would never reveal the secret of the Bybeyn trees to the Reds 
even under extreme duress is still safe." Hints of grief and anger flashed 
across his throat sac when he thought of his mentor being tortured by the 
Reds. 
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"I too believe Xiimen would keep that secret from the Reds," Xayken 
commented. He had seen the pain in Dukryn and knew that he worried 
constantly about his master's safety. 

"Talking about secrets, my spies in Wor Capeborn have uncovered an 
important piece of information. The Reds are mass-producing a new weapon. 
It's called the Lightning Blade, and it can kill with a single touch on the 
flesh," Kuboto reported. 

All around the table throat sacs fluttered. 

"Are you sure? " Dukryn puffed his throat sac twice rapidly. His tone 
was full of skepticism. "How can a simple metal blade produce lightning? " 

"The principle behind the new weapon is still unknown. However there 
is a rumour that the new weapon comes from the Ookiis," the spy master 
said, with a smile showing what he thought of the rumour. 

"If this Lightning blade is really that powerful, then we will have a hard 
time ahead of us," said Sayoren. The commander of the StreamSliders had 
led his triad on the eastern front of diversion in the battle to recapture Wor 
Senya. Normally casualties were high in such frontal attacks, but the unique 
attacking tactics they employed had kept the casualties low. 

Xayken looked at Sayoren and puffed his throat sac to a deeper shade of 
green. It is really great fortune that the StreamSliders and HillStormers came 
to join us in time. Sayoren had led his triad and Aorta's HillStormers to Sky 
Port from the southern hivelets near the Wise River. The journey had not 
been easy, for the SkyRiders, MountainDancers and ShadowKillers were 
right on their tails just half a day away. Sayoren did not really dwell on the 
danger that they faced during the flight to the Sky Port, but he did admit that 
they had to fly non-stop for six days and nights with only a sechen or two of 
sleep a day. Sayoren and the two triads had gone through much for the 
TruthSeekers. The three triads loyal to the Red Empress chased them all the 
way to the Sky Port. They only turned back when they realised that the Blood 
guards and WindRacers were in the Sky Port, thus the numerical odds were 
no longer in their favour. Xayken knew that Sayoren did not want him to 
make a big issue about their ordeal, but the Z'Don would not forget what the 
StreamSliders and HillStormers had gone through. 

"The renegades have reported that Raisyn and his triads are defending 
the iron mine in Senya. The Reds must be using it to get good quality iron to 
construct the new weapon," said Xayken 

"All the more we must retake the iron mine," Diawyn said animatedly. 
"That is the only source of good iron south of the Old Queen. We must 
disrupt their progress in making new blades. Furthermore the iron mine has 
not much of a ring wall. It should be easier to attack." 
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"What about this? We send a small force together with herds of Ianxans 
to attack Wor Capeborn. But that is only a ruse. Our main objective is to 
retake the iron mine. In this way, we will tie down some of their forces in 
Capeborn and that will make our retaking of the iron Mine easier." Kuboto 
suggested. 

"The ruse is a good plan. But at this moment Capeborn is not helping 
the Red Empress to attack Senya. If we send troops over, we will be 
considered as aggressors and we will bring Capeborn into the war," said 
Xayken. 

"But Deymayn is now the Z'Don of Capeborn and the Red Empress is 
in Wor Capeborn. Even if we do not attack Capeborn, Deymayn and Geenar 
will use Capeborn' s forces to attack us," Kuboto countered. 

"Kuboto is right. Unless the situation changes there, if not we have to 
engage Capeborn," Diawyn bloated. 

Xayken looked at Diawyn' s crimson throat sac. Has she strengthened 
herself? Xayken wondered. He knew that sooner or later, she would meet 
Deymayn in the battle ground. The Z'Don hoped that Diawyn would not be 
impaired by her love for Deymayn. 

"Aotar is in Capeborn. Hopefully he and Canonn, the TruthSeeker 
speaker in Capeborn would be able to change the situation," said Sayoren. 

"Let's not forget about Dorayn," said Dukryn. His cheek ridges were 
slightly lifted. "Even though she is a captive, she will try her best to help us." 

Yes, never estimate the four prodigies. Xayken flexed his throat sac. 
"We will hope that Aotar and Dorayn can help us, but we will plan according 
to the current situation. Diawyn, what do you think we should do? " 

Diawyn's throat sac heaved a little and shifted to a lighter shade of olive 
drab green before returning to the normal uubeao state. "We must engage 
Capeborn. There's no doubt about it. But if it is possible, I think we should 
just target the Red Pathfinders." She thought for a while then added, "Since 
the attack on Wor Capeborn is just a ruse, we don't really need to have a 
battle." The commander of the WindRacers lifted her cheek ridges. "We'll 
attack Camp Xichang with an overwhelming force, which is situated at the 
Capeborn side of the Trillium Bridge." She pointed at the map on the table. 
"The Capeborn troops will be forced to retreat. We will be seen to advance 
west towards Wor Capeborn with Ianxans. The retreating Capeborn force 
will definitely send words to Wor Capeborn. Then we will leave a few 
Yongsheis to guide the Ianxans towards Wor Capeborn while the rest of our 
forces will fly straight to retake the Iron Mine." 

"Brilliant! " Xareton and Sayoren both exclaimed in unison. As triad 
commanders, they immediately saw the beauty in the plan. 
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"In this way, we will tie down the Red Pathfinders in Capeborn yet do 
not do major harm to Capeborn. We even have the element of surprise when 
we attach the iron mine," said Sayoren. 

Xareton flexed his throat sac in agreement. "It is a brilliant plan. But we 
still need to think of a way to deal with the Lightning Blade. A blade that 
kills upon mere contact is too powerful. Is there any way to counter it? " 

"I have a suggestion," offered Diawyn. "We can adopt the fighting 
techniques of the renegades. The renegades wear thick leather coverall to 
protect themselves against our darts. If we wear their thick leather coverall, 
the Lightning Blade will have little chance of contacting our flesh. We can 
even use their shields, which are basically the shell of Sanxen, the mountain 
crabs. If it can block steel blades effectively, I don't see why it cannot block 
the lightning blade." 

"That means we have to learn the renegades' way," said Xareton, his 
slightly deflated throat-sac hinted of slight discomfort at Diawyn' s 
suggestion. 

"Is there any problem with that? " the Z'Don asked. He was concerned. 

"If the situation isn't so desperate, I would advice against it," said 
Xareton. "Carrying a shield means that we can only weld a maximum of 
three blades instead of four. Our Yongsheis have not tried using a shield 
before. How fast can they learn to use them? If our triads are not 
comfortable with using shield, the shield will become a hindrance to us. 
Furthermore, many Yongsheis feel that the renegades' fighting tactics are not 
very honourable. They would rather fight directly instead of hiding behind a 
shield." Xareton explained. 

"Then it is time to rectify that bias. Most of the renegades do not have 
steel blades. Without the shield, they would not be able to engage the 
Yongsheis on an equal level. It is a necessity" Diawyn countered. "I have 
fought alongside the renegades. Their way of fighting is different but by no 
means inferior to ours. The coverall will not hinder our movement. As for the 
shield, we should let all Yongsheis practise with it. Those who are 
comfortable with the shields can choose to use it in actual battle. We should 
learn from the renegades. They exiled themselves from the hive and fought 
the Empresses long before the Revolution. They are survivors." 

The commander of the Blood Guards hesitated for a moment before he 
answered, "As long as the use of shield is not compulsory, I have no 
objection. In fact I see merit in the use of coverall." 

Diawyn puffed with relief. Xareton was not as conservative as she had 
supposed. "I think the shield and the renegade's tactics are sufficient to drive 
Raisyn and his Yongsheis out of the iron mine." 
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"Now that we have some plans to counter their Lightning Blades, let's 
go to the details on the deployment of triads," said the Z'Don. 

The meeting lasted another sechen as the deployment details were raised 
and debated. Xayken noted that Diawyn were raising valid points with 
increasing frequency. Xareton and Sayoren who had been triad commanders 
for many hatches were also following her lead in most matter. Diawyn was 
steadily becoming the strong sinew of the TruthSeeker army. When 
everything settle down, maybe I will make her my C'Sheni. Xayken 
chuckled mentally. She can be the first nyuu C'Sheni in history. 
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War and Chaos 



"Your Majesties, the Diamond Clan has retreated before we can even engage 
them," General Rigenla reported. Unlike most of the keikains of Six-Star 
Clan, Rigenla approved of the Combined Army. He knew and appreciated 
the effect of numbers. And not just that, the combining of the two armies had 
also meant a big promotion for him. 

"This is very good news," King Shinogu said. "At this rate, we would be 
advancing into the capital city of the Diamond Clan." 

"Now is not the time to gloat," King Henka warned. "They may be 
withdrawing to lure us in. That is a very common tactic. Once we are too 
deeply extended, they would cut off our lines of retreat, then-" 

"I doubt so, Your Majesty," Raklaka said. "My spies have reported a 
general panic within the enemy's troops. Their morale has taken a beating. 
Rumours are creeping about like lava flows. Seems like King Yashi is dead." 

"Is this report accurate? " Henka asked. 

"Probably not, but this could explain their low morale," Raklaka said. 

"We can always verify that with my intelligence branch," Henka said. 
"Heigotlu, what does our deep operative in Diamond Clan say? " 

Heigotlu, King Henka' s new Minister of Intelligence, fished around in 
his pouches for his slate. "Sorry Your Majesty. Meghari had not been very 
organized with his contact list, but I don't think I remember seeing any report 
from any operative in Diamond Clan. There is a whole stack of them back in 
the court, and I would need to-" 

"Never mind. That abyss-dwelling Meghari. Yes, that crafty one who is 
too clever by half It is unfortunate that I cannot verify the report," King 
Henka said, returning to the point of discussion. "I still think this is a trap. 
We Hard-Circles have been fighting the Diamond Clan for cycles. They are 
confident and arrogant, because they knew that they are indeed superior to us 
militarily and technologically. The death of their king, even if true, cannot 
have such a devastating impact on the morale of such troops." 

"Perhaps their confidence has been wiped out by our dismantling of 
their border dendetsu? " 

"Possible," Henka considered. "This is more plausible than the rumour 
of Yashi's death. That must be misinformation, to throw us off our guard." 

"Yes, that's a possibility," King Shinogu said. "Whatever it is, we have 
two options available to us. We can either wait for your regiments of 
reinforcements or we can proceed as planned." 

Henka fidgeted in discomfort at the suggestion. "You have to wait for 
my squad of shikikans to arrive too, before we proceed as planned." 
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"How fast can they get here to rendezvous with us? " Shinogu asked. 
"The retreat by the Diamond Clan has saved us a whole bout of fighting. So 
we now have quite a while to wait." 

"I say we wait." King Henka said. "This extra time that we have can be 
use to firmly secure our front here. Waiting will not set us back at all and we 
can still set off on time." 

"No, you do not understand my drift, Henka," Shinogu said. "What I am 
considering is the possibility that King Yashi's death is real. If this is so, then 
now is the time to set our plans in motion, before they crown another king." 

"But that could just be a ruse! " Henka insisted. Raklaka and Rigenla 
both had agreeing looks in their eyes. King Shinogu felt pressured by their 
expectant visages. There seemed to be no alternative but to wait. It was an 
option that Shinogu did not want. 

"Who do you think they will crown, Your Majesty? " General Rigenla 
wondered aloud, breaking the pause of expectancy that had permeated the 
war post. 

"The line of succession falls upon Prince Anagin," Heigotlu, Henka' s 
new Minister of Intelligence offered. He was new in his office and thus had 
been rather reticent. "But personally, I think he would be a weak king. He is 
a mere academician in the Academy, and is unwilling to take the throne. 
Thus, if we do not take over, I predict the Diamond Clan will fragment into 
many warring houses before the next cycle starts." 

"But this will not be good. The federation will never be restored. 
Because in the split that occurred at the end of the Aklikko dynasty, the two 
factions, one for the democratic faction, and one against, broke into the Six- 
Star Clan, and Diamond Clan. The Houses of the Diamond Clan will never 
accept anything other than a monarchy. Maybe a few will choose to join Six- 
Star. But most regard themselves as the unmai. They would rather be 
subjugated under a ruler like King Yashi, or else they will end up fighting 
each other for the supremacy. It would be Chaos." 

At the mere voicing of the astute line of reasoning, everyone froze in 
shock. 

"Heigotlu is right. That is why we must proceed ahead with our plan 
now," King Shinogu urged. "We must strike while they are still in disarray. 
For the good of all keikai, we must ensure that nothing like that would 
happen. " 

Seeing that nobody disagreed, Shinogu decided to push his cause 
further, "My shikikan squad is already here. Henka, you can come with me 
now. I am proceeding on with or without you. Raklaka come with me." 
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"I must say you are giving us no choice," Henka finally protested 
weakly. "You are right. Destiny awaits us, I'll come with you." 

"Good. This means that we need a change of plans," King Shinogu said, 
thinking quickly. "General Rigenla, you will fortify this position, and await 
reinforcements from the Hard-Circle clan. When they have arrived, you shall 
take charge and continue our eastward sweep. Take out any and all 
resistance." 

"And not just that. You must really take command and assert the 
authority that we now confer upon you. Here is the authority that I give to 
you." King Henka handed his royal plaque to Rigenla. "Give him your 
plaque too, Shinogu. My troops will be extremely vengeful, so you must 
control them. No rapes, tortures or anything excessive. Remember that we 
want to stop barbarism, not start it! " 

"Yes, Your Majesty," General Rigenla stuttered, blowing half-formed 
bubbles. There was no way he could squirm out of the responsibility now 
entrusted on him. Commanding his own troops was one thing, but those of a 
foreign army? "But what if this is an elaborate trap? " 

"We will have to take that risk. We are taking one regiment with us," 
King Shinogu said. "That regiment will be our buffer, so in case of ambush, 
both of us can retreat back here. Don't give up, because you have the main 
force here. Hold this front." 

"Also order my shikikan squad to join us as soon as they arrive," King 
Henka demanded. "It will be tough on them, but it cannot be helped." 

"Don't worry, Henka. My shikikan are expert prodmasters. We will 
have adequate protection," Shinogu assured Henka. "Come, let us be off." 

With that, King Shinogu and Henka left the war post, accompanied by 
their respective Ministers of Intelligence. They proceeded to the keiooki 
pool, where the Six-Star squad of shikikans awaited. 

"Great Lands, Your Majesties," the squad chief greeted both Kings. 

"Great Lands," King Shinogu greeted him. "We shall be going to the 
enemy's capital city now." 

The chiefs irises widened, when he realized that they were setting off. 
"But we are not ready. Our kotunas have not arrived at the front line yet." 

"Take mine those that we came in," King Henka offered. "Go to the 
supply post and speak to that sea-floor scum, Meghari. Tell him that we need 
one squad of kotunas now. Never mind if they are luxurious or not. Hurry up. 
The lava vent only erupts once! " 

The squad chief took off, and King Shinogu turned to King Henka as 
soon as he was out of earshot. "So you have considered my proposal? " 
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"I have," King Henka replied. "Destiny awaits us." 

"You know, I bet that was exactly the line of thought that occurred to 
King Yashi." 
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Scientist and Lightning Blade 

"How am I supposed to know about any other aspect of the battle? " Xiimen 
protested vehemently. "All I did was coordinate the Ianxan stampede with 
the other forces." 

"Aren't you the one who discovered this new odour? " asked Deymayn. 
Empress Geenar perched high in the cell as she listened to the interrogation. 

"No, it's not me. It was one of the keshuekas at S'Hai Station. I do not 
even know how he did it." Xiimen replied. The C'Keshueka tried to be as 
truthful as possible. He knew that not much harm would be done even if he 
revealed the secret odour controlling the Ianxans. The Reds would have 
guessed it anyway. Xiimen was more concerned about the secret of the 
Bybeyn trees. I will never reveal that. Never. 

"I do not believe that the C'Keshueka of Senya, who is also the trusted 
fellow hatchling of the Z'Don, has no knowledge of such an important 
matter. You must have heard some news of it at the very least." Deymayn 
insisted. 

"I also did not believe what was once my best student has now become a 
traitor," Xiimen barked back. "I did not believe it, but look at what has 
turned out" 

Deymayn 's throat sac flared in anger, but he quickly restored it in a 
consummate display of control. 

"Deymayn, please give a sample of our treatment to our distinguished 
guest. We value cooperative guest." Empress Geenar beamed a smile. 

"I hear and obey." Deymayn bloated his throat sac and pulled out his 
Lightning Blade from his belt to exact his revenge at Xiimen's rebuke. 
Setting it to stun mode, the Red Lord of Capeborn moved towards the old 
scientist and touched him with the lightning blade. 

At the touch of the blade, Xiimen convulsed and fell to the floor, where 
he writhed and groaned in great anguish. A few mias later, he collapsed into 
unconsciousness. Fawin then took a vial filled with rotten wood from his 
pocket and held it close to Xiimen's throat sac. In the rotten wood lived 
bacteria that emit very pungent smell. 

The pungent smell shocked Xiimen out of his unconsciousness and he 
was transported back to reality after a few moments of disorientation. 
Involuntarily he let out an anguished nasal scream of pain and began to shake 
all over. All his muscles were aching. Most probably some unused muscles 
have been overtaxed during the convulsion. Xiimen was amazed that he 
could be so calm after being tortured. Maybe this is my retribution for 
manipulating the eggs. Though the C'Keshueka did not really believe in the 
existence of gods, he did hold some notion of cause and effect. 
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"Good. You are with us again," Deymayn smiled, his cheek ridges 
arching upward. "Perhaps you will be more cooperative this time." 

"I have been cooperative all this while. There is nothing more you can 
squeeze out of me. I am but a timid scientist. I do not have the endurance to 
withstand torture. You are wasting your precious time on me, prodigy," 
Xiimen stubbornly insulted Deymayn. 

"We shall see about that." 
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Concubine and Echoate 

"It's you, Tinaiko. I am so glad to see you," Eisha said with relief. But he 
was also surprised at her visit, and wondered what excuse she gave the prison 
guards to visit him in this cell. What am I to you, that you a king's 
concubine, should come to visit me? 

"You cannot even begin to guess what happened to me," Eisha said 
chattily. Boredom from the prolonged solitude had taken over anger at his 
arrest. 

"Quietly, Academician," Tinaiko said cautiously. 

"I was thrown here into this cell without any explanation whatsoever," 
Eisha complained. "Imagine their impertinence, throwing me, an honourable 
echoate of the Academy, here. The Academy is going to give the court hot 
lava for this. And just when I have been given a breakthrough by Tihige." 

"Yes, I know," said Tinaiko guiltily, her eye-stalks refusing to meet his. 

"And that was not the worst. I was interrogated. By a mere sergeant too. 
He asked silly questions like 'When did I meet my mate? ' and 'Do you have 
any you know with the king's concubines.' The impertinence and rudeness of 
it all." 

"Yes, I can imagine," said Tinaiko drearily. "Did you tell them 
anything? " 

"No. If they refuse to explain themselves, I don't see why I should," 
Eisha said. "But that is enough of me. I am glad to see you, Tinaiko. You are 
the first friendly face I have seen in days. Tell me, did you manage to get 
Prince Anagin out as Yunuiga promised? " 

"And what could that accomplish? " Tinaiko said tiredly, reminded of 
her encounter with Prince Anagin. "With you here? Do you know he didn't 
want to leave his cell? " 

"What do you mean he didn't want to leave? Is he mad? Has the 
confinement upset his brain flow? " Eisha said, suspicious of what Tinaiko 
said. "Are you sure you actually went to his cell? " 

"I did, but he didn't want to come along. Don't blame me. Sometimes, 
Prince Anagin can be very selfish," Tinaiko explained. "I even got caught 
myself." 

"You did? So how come you are here? Don't tell me you escaped " 

"King Yashi has been assassinated. Yunaigo and I witnessed it, and 
escaped in the confusion." 

"You witnessed it? " Eisha's eyes widened in disbelief. "The King is 
dead?" 
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"Yes, just a day before you were arrested." 

"And you witnessed King Yashi's murder and did nothing but escape? " 
Eisha cried. 

"We caught the traitor, and Minister Kurata has her locked up," Tinaiko 
said with a tinge of discomfort at coming so close to a lie. She was lucky that 
the echoate was too naive to notice it. "She was a spy for the Hard-Circle 
Clan." 

"This is a terrible disaster for us - the death of King Yashi." 

"Not in some waters, it is not. Many houses are eyeing the throne." 

"My emitsei, Prince Anagin would be the logical successor," Eisha said. 
"He wouldn't like it, of course." 

"The houses know want a leader to lead the unmai. And they know it is 
not Prince Anagin. They will not support him," she explained. "The 
popularity that you have gained for your cause moons ago has just been sent 
to the abyss." 

"But the hitsu is important. It is the source of our livelihood! " Eisha 
blew. "You mean they don't care? " 

"Yes, they don't care. Some at least, not all. But they will continue 
somehow to trumpet and echo your cause," Tinaiko said. "These are the 
barons. They want to have everything, so they have their 'priorities'. 
Yunuiga has taught me to see through their murky speeches and smoky talk. 
It just means that they believe their standing to be more important." 

Eisha felt dispirited. Bad news just came, one after the other. His failed 
experiments, his being locked up here against his will, the inability to 
communicate with his emitsei, the death of King Yashi, and the inability to 
see his mate for the past few days. In anger, he blew vengefully, "I want to 
be there when they send the spy to the shisan! Yashi may be a bad king, but 
an assassin is worse." 

As soon as he said that, Tinaiko let out a burst of laughter that strangely 
contained the essence of irony and sadness. Then seeing Eisha's puzzlement, 
she said, "Viewing the shisan may not be a good idea, Eisha. But let me get 
down to business. You had better leave the capital city. Without Yashi, there 
is no telling how the war will turn. I am here to help you escape." 

As she said that, Eisha too let out a laugh. What delicious irony! I ask 
her to get my beloved emitsei our of jail. But it is my turn this time. Then he 
became serious again, and protested, "Leave? But my work and my emitsei " 

"You must leave. Even as I speak, the Combined Army of the Hard- 
Circle and Six-Star advances. The houses are in disarray, and there is no 
telling what will happen." 
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"But I am an academician, and the scientists of the Academy serve all. It 
is our motto and our way of life. Even in my wars, the Academy has been 
neutral and none dare to pillage the Academy and none dare to harm any 
Academician." 

"That age is long past, Eisha. The troops that are advancing upon us are 
all angry, vengeful soldiers. You cannot rely on their respect for the 
Academy any longer. Besides, what can you do in that cell of yours? " 
Tinaiko laughed again. 

Eisha however did not feel the levity of his situation. "This is exactly as 
the old saying goes: 'When the king is gone, chaos reigns," he said 
despondently. 

"Yes, so you had better leave with me. For your own sake." 

Eisha stare expectantly at Tinaiko. What he wanted to say was too 
private, and he hesitated in saying it. But he needed help, and there was no 
one else he could turn to. 

"It is my mate. She is gone. I won't leave without her, even if I must 
abandon my work," he said. "She was gone even before I was thrown in here. 
I am very worried about her." 

Tinaiko's expression was very strange. It was a mixture of guilt, pity, 
regret, anger and embarrassment. Her eye-stalks swayed in confusion and her 
irises were constricted in obvious consternation. Suddenly, she blurted out, 
"If I let you see her, would you promise me that you will leave this place and 
continue your work in saving the seiki? " 

"You know where she is? What happened to her? Why did she leave 
me for no reason? And why " 

"No questions, please. Just promise me." 

"I promise," Eisha, feeling mystified. Something was definitely not 
right. Tinaiko must be keeping something from him. 

"Then come with me now." 

Tinaiko dilated the door seal and led Eisha out. She peered around and 
sounded out a few clicks. Seeing no one was around, they proceeded out of 
the narrow corridor that emerged into a large dome. They crossed it briskly 
after checking. They went through another door seal. They passed by more 
cells and tunnel openings. Some of the entrances were sealed. Many of the 
tunnels led downwards, to a network of tunnels underneath the city. Eisha 
became increasingly suspicious and frightened for his mate. Where is this 
place? What does this concubine know about Yuri that I don't? Where has 
Yuri gone? Rationality gave way to fear, and he followed in a daze, losing 
track and count of the numerous pathways and dome she led him through. 
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Finally, she stopped. They were in a corridor, lit by strips of 
bioluminescent dye. On the left and right, door seals branched off in the same 
pattern as the cell that he was confined in. 

"Wait here," she said. "Do not go anywhere else, if someone comes by, 
just pretend that you are a cleaner." 

Eisha acknowledged the order with a turn of his eye- stalks. But she was 
already gone, disappearing down the corridor. After a long wait of about half 
a khur, she returned. 

"Come, let us go on in," she said. Eisha followed, now visibly calmer, 
but just as confused. The tunnel they went down was long and straight, and 
there were regular door seals on both sides. 

She stopped at one particular seal. Holding a short stick of metal to the 
dim light, she inspected it and looked at the door. Having verified that it was 
the right door, she turned and spoke to Eisha in a gravely quiet voice, "Your 
mate, Yuri is beyond this door seal. You may speak with her for about half a 
zhikan. After that, we must leave, or we will be in deep trouble." 

But the door seal did not even need a key. It dilated on the closing of the 
contact. Beyond it, a second seal lay open, twisted open by some unknown 
instrument. Tinaiko swam in and so did Eisha. The chamber was empty. 

"Would you kindly explain to me why Yuri is locked up in jail? Or do 
you think such a naive academician as I could miss it. When I came from one 
myself? " 



142 



Reds and their Final Plan 

"I have not thought you to be so incompetent! " Empress Geenar shouted in 
anger. They were in her chamber and thus she felt free to drop her mask of 
calm and patience. 

"I am not incompetent," Raisyn countered. "They adopted the 
dishonourable tactic of using cover all! They even stooped to use the shields. 
The Lightning Blades were of no use when they blocked their entire body 
with the shields." Raisyn throat deflated in disgust. 

"Excuses. All these are just excuses. In the past your Yongsheis had no 
problems countering the renegades when they used these tactics. Why not 
now? You lost half of your Yongsheis and yet you failed to repulse their 
attack," Empress Geenar shot back. 

"This time the TruthSeeker Yongsheis are using the shields, not just the 
renegades. Furthermore, all Yongsheis know that the renegades are not that 
simple. Their blade mastery is almost on par with us. They lack only good 
steel blades. Now that the renegades have teemed with the TruthSeeker 
Yongsheis, they made a lethal combination; they are formidable opponents. 
We lost to them because of that, and there is no shame in that," Raisyn 
explained, with almost a hint of defiance in his voice. 

"Our only iron source is now lost to us. We cannot construct more 
Lightning Blades," Deymayn complained bitterly. 

"Do not put the blame on me, Deymayn. Besides, what's the power of 
the Lightning Blades? The TruthSeekers have apparently found out about 
our new weapon and have adopted the renegades tactic to counter our new 
blades. Constructing more of these blades is useless to us," Raisyn countered. 

"Enough! " Empress Geenar ordered. She looked at Raisyn. "I concede 
that the loss of the iron mine is not entirely your fault. I have underestimated 
the TruthSeekers. Still the Lightning Blade is a powerful weapon. We only 
need to adopt a new fighting style with it. The Lightning Blade should not be 
simply used as though it were just another steel blade." 

"The Great Empress is wise. The Lightning Blade is much heavier than 
the normal blade. We cannot perform fast strokes with it. We can try to 
modify our style of fighting, but it might be a little too late. I will try to come 
out with a new fighting style and teach my LandShakers." Deymayn bloated. 
"The TruthSeekers are probably gathering their forces to cross the Wise 
River. Soon they will be laying siege on Capeborn. This hive is more 
shortage of food than Wor Senya. We cannot withstand a long siege," said 
Deymayn. I must use this opportunity to get rid of Geenar and Raisyn. Why 
should I support a lost cause? 
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"I know. What can we do to prevent a siege? " The Red Empress asked. 
Her calm tone never betrayed her increasing panic and anxiety. 

"Maybe we should try our chance at Wor Senya again. We can leave 
some Yongsheis and Redlings here as a ruse. While they are attacking Wor 
Capeborn, we can try to retake Wor Senya. We can withstand a siege by the 
TruthSeekers at Wor Senya. The Ianxan charge is no longer a threat to us. As 
long as we step up patrol around the ring wall to prevent the TruthSeekers to 
pain the attraction odour, the Ianxan will be useless," Deymayn suggested. 

"Triad and Trillium! That is a huge gamble. What if we fail to recapture 
Wor Senya? " Raisyn asked sarcastically. His throat sac bloated. 

"That idea has merits," Empress Geenar concluded after some 
contemplation. 

Raisyn was stunned. 

"Raisyn, you are right to say that this is a huge gamble but it is the best 
plan I heard so far." Empress Geenar turned her head slightly towards 
Raisyn. The Chief Commander was silent. Seeing that Raisyn had naught to 
add, Empress Geenar continued, "Has anyone found out how the 
TruthSeekers managed to relay details of our troops deployment so quickly? 

"Unfortunately not. I have tortured Xiimen many times but he said 
nothing about that. He is not trained in warfare or in espionage. If he knows 
of any secret, he would have revealed to us by now. I think he really doesn't 
know about this," Deymayn reported. 

"Although it is important to find out how they know about our 
deployment, I think by taking away their Ianxan charge, they would not be 
able to retake Wor Senya. We will retake Wor Senya." Empress Geenar 
swore vehemently. 
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Chapter 24. The Reversals of Power 



Deslin and Capeborn 

"Trillium guides you," Tzezam smiled and greeted Deslin. He put down the 
dye pad that he was reading on the dark songwood table. 

"Triad protects you," Deslin returned the greetings. She tilted her head 
up and scanned her surrounding. The five walls of the large chamber were 
covered with shelves full of books. "Is this the only library in Wor 
Capeborn? " Long horizontal poles were hung from the ceiling at many 
levels to allow hivers to perch and read a book. Only the floor of the library 
was lined with tables and chairs. Many Blue Pathfinders wearing thick blue 
cloaks were still around even though it was the Sechen on HighMoon. 

"No, there are two libraries here. Here is the Blue Pathfinders library. 
The White Pathfinders also has their own library, though it is much smaller 
than this one," Tzezam replied. "Of course, both combined are still smaller 
than the Great Senya Library." Even though this was the Blue Pathfinder 
Library, some TruthSeekers wearing brown cloaks could be seen in the 
library. Deslin was also not the only White Pathfinders here. A handful of 
Whitelings were also around. 

"Come, let me show you my private study cell," Tzezam guided Deslin 
to a smaller cell adjoining the library. He closed the door as she knew that 
Deslin wanted to talk to him in private. 

The study cell of the deputy Blue Lord was small and simple. Except for 
the absence of long poles for perching, his cell could be considered a small 
replica of the library. "How's Yaneng? " Deslin asked Tzezam after she took 
a seat on the songwood chair. 

Tzezam also sat down across her. He heaved a sigh and his throat sac 
turned ashy grey. "He is getting weaker, but he is still functioning." 

"Don't despair. Deymayn promised that he will help you to become the 
Blue Lord, remember? " Deslin encouraged. 

Tzezam puffed his throat sac twice and said, "He is now the Z'Don. He 
does not really need me to become Blue lord." Tzezam looked at Deslin and 
continued, "I have approached him before but he always say that the death of 
Yaneng will be suspicious if it is too close to death of Runedinn. Also, if 
Yaneng died while the Red Empress is still in Wor Capeborn, she could also 
be implicated. So he asks me to wait for another few more moons." 

"He does have a point, Tzezam. If you want to be the Blue Lord, you 
cannot be implicated by the Yaneng's death." 
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"But that will mean another few more moons! " Tzezam exclaimed. 
Spots of brown flashed on his throat sac, as it fluttered about in frustration. 

"Actually I think you don't have to wait too long. I heard that the Red 
Empress will be leaving Capeborn within the zhold." 

Tzezam's throat sac flipped, "Really! When did you hear this news? 
And from whom? No one told me that the Red Empress is going to leave so 
soon." 

"Of course I could be wrong. I did not hear it from Deymayn. I only 
overheard this piece of news from some LandShakers," Deslin lied smoothly. 
"I think Deymayn has no intention of hiding that from us. Perhaps he is too 
busy with the running of the hive." 

"Maybe," Tzezam said but his throat sac still pulsated twice. "I am the 
Earth Red Lordling, yet I'm the last to know about everything." 

Seeing that her plan to stir dissent worked, Deslin proceeded on with the 
next stage of her plan. "If it is my consolation, I was also in the dark until 
recently. It is only by pure coincidence that I know about this news." 

Tzezam looked at her and flexed his throat sac, "Yes, I think you are 
also riding the same wind as me. I know that Deymayn is a prodigy and he 
will soar higher than any one of us. I have hoped that I would not be 
forgotten and ignored, but" 

"Yes, I also have that sentiment," Deslin admitted. She looked at 
Tzezam for a moment, then she bloated her throat sac in crimson. "Shouldn't 
we do something about the situation? If this continue, all our handwork will 
be in vain! The Day of Return is already here, but where are the rewards 
promised to us? " 

Tzezam flexed his throat sac in agreement. "It is time we do something 
to secure ourselves. Do you have any suggestion? " 

Now, I must gamble. Will he betray me? If Deymayn knows about this, 
he will kill me. However Deslin had lived on the edge for a few hatches ever 
since she joined the Red Pathfinders. She was no stranger to scheming and 
plotting. But I must admit that Dorayn 's plan is more subtle and has a higher 
chance of success. Deslin looked at Tzezam and made up her mind. "I do 
have a suggestion." 
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Prince and Kings 

"My son, you must leave here at once" First Concubine Yunuiga said. But 
Prince Anagin was far too engrossed in his work to even turn around and 
acknowledge her. His attention was directed at a seiki sapling. Shaking and 
waving rods painted with bioluminescent dyes in intricate patterns, he was 
blowing big round bubbles in excitement. 

"Anagin, you must leave with me now." Yunuiga stressed again. 
Finally, she had his attention. 

Prince Anagin dropped the rods and faced her, eyestalks retracted. 
"Great Lands, you are here, mother," he said. "How did you get in here? " 

"Don't you know? The court is in chaos, and the enemy is coming into 
the capital city." 

"Chaos? But why? " Anagin asked. "And at such a time when I have 
just made the most important discovery in all the waters of keikai." 

"Yashi is dead - murdered," Yunuiga explained. "By Yuri, the mate of 
your echoate, Eisha." 

"Is that so? " Anagin said. He seemed unmoved by the news. 

"He is your father, Anagin. Whatever you think of him as a king, he is 
still that," Yunuiga said. 

"He never was much of one to me. He was more interested in his 
destiny rather than saving keikai by saving the dying seiki trees,," Anagin 
said. "You seem to be very affected by his death, even though he has never 
treated you well, mother." 

"Still, you should no longer stay here. It is no longer safe. All the houses 
are all eyeing the throne. With the ongoing war, it would become even more 
chaotic." 

Anagin paused and considered his circumstances. Yunuiga continued, 
"In fact, you have a duty to unite the houses, since you are the Prince. We 
must prevent those greedy houses from tearing apart the clan just to ascend 
the throne." 

"No, I do not want the throne," Anagin replied flatly. 

"But you are the one successor that everyone will accept, however 
grudgingly. You are of House Konkouseki." 

"It is they who want the throne," Anagin retorted. "I don't." 

"Don't you realize that it is precisely because of your rejection of your 
inheritance that is causing the chaos now? " 
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"No, I will not take the throne," Anagin insisted. "But your advice that 
we leave the capital city is sound." 

"Then let us go now, my son, before the enemies come," Yunuiga said. 

"Here, take these rods for me," Anagin said. "I'll have to bring 
Waterborn along." 

"Leave that plant! It will only slow us down." 

"No mother. This seiki sapling is the most important of all my work. We 
cannot leave it here to the barbarians," Anagin said. "I cannot abandon a 
friend like that." 

Yunuiga blew a note of protest, but was silenced by the abrupt opening 
of the door seal. Both mother and son froze in shock. "No! " Yunuiga 
screamed as she recognised the keikayu who swam in. 

"You should know that there are no guards in this part of the chamber, 
Concubine. If not, you will not be here," Yuri said. 

"Not my son too, not my son! " Yunuiga said, protectively putting 
herself between Yuri and Anagin. As she did so, a smaller shadow appeared 
through the dilated door opening. It was a Hard-Circle keikain. From the 
jewels he wore, he seemed to be an important court official. 

"Yes, that is the prince we want," he said. "Finish your job, Yuri! " 

"It is you. Yuri, the mate of my obliging echoate," Anagin said calmly, 
quickly recovering from his shock. "And you were the Hard-Circle spy that 
killed King Yashi, weren't you." 

"Yes," Yuri said, looking suddenly confused. Fortunately, she faced 
Anagin so the Hard-Circle keikain could not she asked see her expression. 
Without lifting her eyes off Prince Anagin, she asked calmly, "Minister 
Meghari, what shall we do with the concubine? " 

"Get rid of her," said Meghari after a moment's thought. "But get rid of 
the heir to the Diamond Clan's throne first." 

"May I ask a question before I carry out the job? " Yukhira asked. 

"Your job as our operative is to carry out your orders, not question 
them," Minister Meghari said, irritated at the unanticipated question. 

"Humour me, Minister," Yuri said, never once turning to look at 
Meghari. "Why did you come to free me from jail just to perform this 
assassination? I am already an exposed operative. I'm useless to you, yet 
you came to free me. Doesn't King Henka have other operatives? " 

Meghari avoided her question. He threatened, "Do your job and you will 
be remembered as our war hero. Ask too many questions ..." 
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"I did not say I would not kill him," Yuri said. "I am just your spy. How 
can I refuse your commands? But I have always thought we have a very 
large network of spies here. As the mate of Eisha, I have managed to uncover 
many of the inventions in the Academy and court matters. Until you came to 
me with the almost impossible order to kill King Yashi." 

"But you managed the job well, Yuri," Minister Meghari said. "You are 
always the most resourceful of our operatives, which is why you have been 
selected for this mission." 

"But at tremendous risk of compromising our operations here," Yuri 
said. "You've brought disarray to the Diamond Clan. Yashi should be 
defeated in war, not killed. To demonstrate that House Konkouseki is not 
unmai. Now, there is only a power vacuum." 

Suddenly, Anagin understood what she intended. He realized that she 
had no desire to kill the beloved emitsei of her mate; she was only delaying 
action. She continued, "Was it worth it? Is the situation in the Hard-Circle 
Clan so desperate? The combined army of the Six-Stars and Hard-Circles 
are now advancing towards the capital-" 

"Just obey your order, Yuri. Do I have to do it myself? " Meghari said 
impatiently. 

"Wait! Before you do anything, just let me make this clear," Anagin 
said, trying to play the game. "I have no intention of taking the throne, so 
killing me accomplishes nothing." 

"We Hard-Circles don't care, your Highness," Meghari sneered. "The 
promised bloodline of House Konkouseki must be destroyed. It is precisely 
because of this belief in destiny that we were at war." 

"Very well, but let my mother here go. This is none of her business," 
Anagin pleaded desperately. "I don't care what you do to me." 

"No. The First Concubine must go too!" Minister Meghari blew. 

"If you hurt my son in any way, I will ensure that you shall pay for it," 
Yunuiga cursed Meghari. 

As before Yuri made no move to comply with the order. Speaking 
calmly, she said, "This would accomplish nothing, Minister. It is more than 
the belief in destiny that brought us to war. It is the fatalistic belief that 
anyone can fulfil destiny and be unmai that is the problem. It matters not 
which House, bloodline or king is currently thought to be The One." 

"Shut up! What are you waiting for? Kill him, then we will get out of 
here," Meghari said impatient. "Are you having some problems with the 
order." 
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"No, Minister," Yuri said, finally unable to delay any more. She did not 
want to confront the Minister here, but there was no alternative. He was too 
insistent. "I am having some problems understanding your motives for this 
killing." 

"You do not need to understand," Meghari said again. 

"Yes, I do. The reason why I have been so successful at laying low all 
these cycles is simple: I understood my job and the motivations of everyone 
that I spied on," Yuri explained. "And I just fail to comprehend why 
Academician Anagin or Concubine Yunuiga must die. We have already won 
the war by getting rid of King Yashi. What is the purpose of this? And why 
me?" 

As she said this, Yuri noted shadows outside the opened door seals. My 
ploy works! The guards have returned. But her joy was short-lived, for in 
strode King Henka and King Shinogu. And as they swam in, the currents 
carried the sounds of a full squad of their elite guards, the shikikan. 

"Your Majesty, your subject greets you in Aulerka's name! " Yuri cried 
and saluted King Henka. Minister Meghari, however, had a noticeably 
alarmed expression on his face. 

"Minister Meghari, what are you doing here? " King Henka' s booming 
voice echoed throughout the cell. "You should be at the supply depot! " Then 
he turned to Yuri and asked, "Are you my subject, keikayu? " 

"Yes, I am Yuri, your loyal subject, Your Majesty." She ventured, "I 
protest to this killing that you have requested me to carry out. I cannot 
assasinate this harmless academician Anagin and his mother, Concubine 
Yunuiga." 

"Who asked you to do that? " King Henka asked, irises narrowing at 
Meghari. "Do you know that Meghari is no longer the Minister of 
Intelligence, but Minister of Supply? " 

Yuri looked shocked and stared at King Henka. Bubbles of breath 
choked within her and she strangled out a protest, "The order to kill King 
Yashi was faked." 

"So it was you who killed him and brought us victory? " King Shinogu 
observed dryly. "That was a fine piece of work. Even though it was not in 
our original plan, but it does bring a quick end to our war." 

"And chaos here," Concubine Yunuiga interrupted disapprovingly. 

"That is strange," said Heigotlu, the Hard-Circles' Minister of 
Intelligence. He waved his eye-stalks at Yuri. "You are not in list of 
operatives. Your identity is unknown to me," 
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"Of course," King Henka exclaimed, his eye-stalks stiff with anger. 
"This is all a result of Meghari's machinations. He must have kept her 
identity from you. And then sent her a command to assassinate King Yashi. 
Now he intends to kill Prince Anagin as well. It is fortunate that we have 
arrived in time." 

"I do this as a Hard-Circle patriot," Meghari said. 

"No, you have nothing to explain, traitor! " Henka blew. "We may have 
won the war, and essentially taken over the Diamond clan's capital cities. 
But we are not barbarians or bandits. Prince Anagin will not be killed." 

"Yes. The Diamond Clan is now in a mess," said King Shinogu. "We 
are here to crown you, Anagin, as King. Not just of Diamond clan, but of all 
keikai!" 

"But I don't want to do it! " Anagin protested, eye-stalks protruding at 
the audacity of the proposal and the shock at the responsibility pushed his 
way. 

Meghari scowled, "King of all keikai? What is happening to our clans? 
You are abdicating for him? Traitors! " 

But Yunuiga's amazement exceeded Meghari's. She blew in puzzled 
tones, "Both of you kings want my son, Anagin, to be king of all keikai? 
How is this possible? You are the victors. Don't you want the spoils of this 
war? " 

"You are a traitor, Henka. You have sold away our clan, and made 
peace with our enemies," Meghari blew bitterly. "I should have seen that and 
stopped you long ago." 

King Henka growled. "When it comes right down to it, you are the 
traitor, Meghari. You must die for all the crimes that you have perpetuated. 
Yuri, that is my order to you! " 

"With pleasure, Your Majesty" she exclaimed with an approving jolt of 
her eye-stalks. But Meghari had already darted out of the door seal. She dove 
in pursuit. But the scuffle was short lived, for the waves that propagated 
inside the cell from beyond the door lasted only a while. She returned to the 
cell again, disappointment in her eyes. 

"He's dead - finished by the shikikans," she announced flatly. "Pity 
about that." 

"Now we can get down to important business," King Shinogu said. 
"Ministers, you shall be our witnesses. Anyone here has experience 
transcribing agreements? You, Yuri? " 

"Yes, Your Majesty. I have had the training, yes. I'll do it," Yuri 
volunteered. 
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"Wait! If this is about crowning me King of all keikai, I had better 
leave," Prince Anagin said. "I am not going to clean up the mess for you. 
And I have more important work to do. I need to save the dying seiki trees." 

"But you have a responsibility to the clan, my son," Yunuiga said. 
"These kings are not rapacious, neither are they bandits. Listen to their 
honourable requests." 

"It is true that as the King of keikai, you will have to clear the mess of 
this war. But you don't have to worry, Anagin. Henka and I will assist you in 
the rebuilding," King Shinogu explained. 

"All the more reason I won't do it. You only want me as your puppet," 
Anagin stated. "Both of you are just like my father was. Never taking no for 
an answer." 

"Without you, my son, our clan will perish. Even now, in the domes, 
thousands of keikains are fleeing their domes. Some have been decimated by 
war, and many soldiers are looting the unguarded domes. This is your 
opportunity to restore order. They don't have to do this, my son. The kings 
here do not have to grant you this kingship " 

"Don't you see? " King Shinogu said. It was not for him, the exercise of 
raw power, but always the necessity to persuade. "We are unmai! It was 
always assumed that fulfilling destiny entailed conquest in a war by a victor 
over the vanquished. But who says it has to be so? " 

Prince Anagin considered the point with suspicion. But he remained 
unconvinced and made no move to give any reply. He turned instead to 
watch the shifting colour patterns of the seiki tree in its atmospheric capsule. 

Seeing no response from the prince, Raklaka, the Six-Star Minister of 
Intelligence said, "Since Prince Anagin does not want to be king, it would be 
pointless to force him. I suggest we pursue alternative solutions." 

"Why can't we just find someone else to take over as King? " King 
Shinogu asked, his eyestalks wavering in uncertainty, seeing his plan fall into 
the abyss. 

"Yashi left no clear successor, with the exception of Anagin here. And 
they want him to conquer us. Any other candidate from their houses will be a 
controversial choice." Minister Heigotlu said. 

"That's right, It seems that the current is too strong," King Henka 
emitted low clicks as he sighed. "If that's the case, I would have to take over 
the capital city here and restore order. Shinogu and I will have to discuss how 
to divide up Diamond territory between ourselves." 

Turning to Concubine Yunuiga, he apologized, "This was not meant to 
be a war of conquest, but unfortunately, this is what it has turned out to be. It 
was supposed to be a war of defense." 
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"Wait a moment. Stop right there," King Shinogu said. "I have never 
agreed to this. You will not treat this victory as a conquest. We will crown a 
better, more peaceable ruler as we have planned." 

"Yes, Shinogu, that was the original plan," King Henka said. "But let's 
be realistic here. Does anyone here actually think him capable of ruling the 
Diamond clan let alone the entire keikai? " He pointed to Prince Anagin, who 
was standing motionless before the seiki tree, eye-stalks raised in 
concentration. 

"But my plan was perfect, and all other alternatives are just postponing 
destiny." King Shinogu said. "Why do you think we formed the federation? 
To stop this cycle. We of the federation stopped believing in the unmai a 
long time ago! " 

"Perhaps never. Haven't you heard of the Song of Aulerka before, 
Shinogu?" 

"Fight not your Clan-mates, 

Fight not now, but for later, 

On the lands with me." 

King Henka sang philosophically, then added, "War is in our blood. 
Even Aulerka knew it would still continue when we eventually pass on to the 
Lands." 

"Aulerka was never a very optimistic prophet," King Shinogu remarked. 
"And I intend to reverse that. There will be no conquest. We will merely 
crown a peaceable king. That was our agreement." 

"And you will force Anagin to do that? " King Henka asked. 

"Persuade," Shinogu corrected him. "That is the Six-Star way." 

"Persuasion didn't work in my court," King Henka pointed out. "An 
iron will is sometimes better." 

"I remind you that my shikikans are just outside of this cell," King 
Shinogu warned. He was very frustrated at the turn of events. "There shall 
not be any division of Diamond Clan. Everything shall be as it was. Order in 
the clan will be restored. That is what we will do, or we will be no different 
from past conquerors! " 

"King Shinogu, although you do have the military upper hand here, I 
want to remind you that my soldiers are only a few days away. They 
outnumber you three to two. You know that." 

"But my shikikans are around here, not yours," King Shinogu said. King 
faced king, with neither backing off. The waters in the cell had been tainted. 
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Then Prince Anagin spoke, He had been gazing at the hypnotic, ever- 
changing leaf colours of the seiki sapling while the two kings were arguing. 
When he spoke, his voice was soft and calm, yet it echoed off the walls of 
the cell in a resolute tone. 

"Seeing the poison introduced just from the mere splitting of a plan, you 
kings have certainly given me no confidence at all. Keikai would certainly 
not like to see your clans fighting another war, right in the aftermath of this 
one," he said, a tone of rebuke in his voice. "Is your combined will so weak, 
that it would crumble at the mere failure to crown one king? " 

"It's not about crowning a king, but ending a war to end all wars," 
Shinogu explained. Although King Henka said nothing, the similarity of their 
stands was obvious. "I have discussed this with him before. He agreed with 
me wholeheartedly to be the pawns of destiny. None of us saw this when the 
war started. But that's the best solution. Our plan was washed away by the 
current when you refuse to take up he throne. If you have accepted our offer 
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Henka lowered his eye-stalks. "I too desire to see the clans unite as 
much as you do, Shinogu. But perhaps destiny is best left alone. Was not the 
federation founded on those principles? " 

"Then let me put your fears to rest, your Majesties," Prince Anagin said. 
"I accept your offer, and will most gladly join you in the formation of Keikai, 
the union of all three clans! " 

"You will? This is a cause of celebration! " Both Kings immediately 

said. 

"Yes. I will," Prince Anagin said. "But not without conditions. First, if 
any of you intends to make me a stooge, then I won't do it. You be your own 
stooge." 

Seeing no dissent from anyone, Prince Anagin went on. "Next, please 
indulge me some time to explain why I changed my mind." 

"Yes, please, Your Majesty," King Shinogu graciously said. 

"First of all, this comes from observing what both of you, and my 
mother Yunuiga, have just said. There is no need for you to crown me, but 
both of you came here expecting it. Unless you plan to install me as a puppet 
ruler, this indicates that your offer of kingship is genuine. After all, which 
king would in his right mind do something like that." 

At this point, Anagin laughed, "now, if both of you are not in your right 
minds, then for the sake of keikai, I better take up the offer. This brings me to 
the second reason for my decision. I realised that I have been very 
irresponsible. But not in the sense that King Henka has put it. To stabilize the 
situation is not good enough a reason for me to take the throne. Any decent 
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keikain who take the throne can do that. After all, when you come right down 
to it, I am just an academician with an overrated inheritance. What is the use 
of that? " 

"But I will be irresponsible if I ignore this opportunity to set keikai 
right! To avoid the wrong flows, I mean. Think of what we keikains have 
been missing out all our lives. Hikonkii, domes, war and politics. Our science 
is dedicated to the same ends — the mere furtherance of these goals. What 
about the sense of adventure as Aulerka's Song has put it? " 

Swim hard, swim faster, 

Afraid not of dark oceans, 

But of blind ignorance. 



Curious am I, brave, 
seeking, hearing, without bias, 

Hungering always. 

"Do we know much about life on the Lands? No, we do not, even 
though we have gone up there for hikonkii. Instead, we worship it, and take 
its gift of seiki for granted. When disaster flows through keikai like lava 
across our domes, what happens? We will die. We try to perform desperate 
deeds to make seiki trees live in the seas. But do you know what our blind 
sight has caused us to ignore? A most wondrous thing. Sentient Life." 

Henka and Shinogu looked at each other with wavering eye-stalks. 

"No, I'm not crazy, Henka and Shinogu," Anagin said when he saw 
their expressions. "My third reason for taking up this offer to be the King of 
Keikai is this," Anagin continued. "It was not through your urgings. And 
none of that foolish unmai nonsense. Rather it was at the urgings of this seiki 
sapling. Yes, this plant, a mere tree is a sentient creature. This is my 
discovery. It was this plant that reminded me of my duty to shoulder the 
heavy consequences of my discovery. Our lives will change with this 
discovery, my background as an Academician will enable me to guide keikai 
to adapt to these changes better than the two of you." 

Anagin looked at Henka and Shinogu and grinned, "We shall forge 
unmai, in order to undermine the destiny of bloodshed." 
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TruthSeekers and their Final Plan 



The sepiaos were in the forth sector of the clock indicating that the day was 
already in the Sechen of HighSun. The sun was high in the sky, but was 
shrouded with clouds. The air was chilly and the hivers at Trillium Camp felt 
the coming of snow. After taken over the iron mine, Xayken placed the 
HillStormers to protect it. The remaining TruthSeeker forces had flown 
south-west to rest at the Trillium Camp. 

"We have driven the Red Pathfinders out of Senya," said Kuboto. 

"Yes, our ruse worked," Xareton commented. He looked at Tzezam, the 
chief patrol leader of the renegades who was sitting opposite him and then he 
added, "I must admit that adopting the fighting style of the renegades is a 
good strategy. The protective coverall and the shield are very effective 
against the Lightning Blade." 

"Even though we have successfully countered the Lightning Blade, the 
weapon is really powerful and must not be taken lightly," Diawyn warned as 
she flexed her throat sac. "It can indeed kill by a mere touch of our skin. Two 
sections of WindRacers died because of it." 

Fenjin bloated in agreement. "Even we, the renegades, who have been 
using protective coverall and shields all our lives, have to adjust our fighting 
techniques slightly as the Lightning Blades are heavier than the normal 
ones." 

"Yes, the weight of the Lightning Blades hampered them. But if I were 
to make the mistake of overlooking this point before the battle, I would not 
make a second mistake of not spotting the issue of the blade's weight," said 
Diawyn. 

"You mean that if you can see it, so can Deymayn," Xareton smiled. 
Then he became serious again. "So we must expect the Red Pathfinders to 
adapt their fighting style to suit the new weapon." 

Diawyn bloated. She turned to look at Xayken. He was looking out of 
the window. The Trillium Bridge that spanned across the wide Wise River 
could be seen. Even the opposite bank of the Wise River could be seen. The 
Z'Don had not spoken a single word since he entered the chamber. "Z'Don? 
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"They are in Capeborn." Xayken said without turning away from the 
view of the Wise River. After a fen, he turned to face them. Diawyn noticed 
that his throat sac was quavering slightly. "We have driven the Red 
Pathfinders out of Senya, but they are still in Capeborn. We have vanquished 
them and they have to be vanquished! " 

"Yes, we must eliminate them. They are too dangerous," said Fenjin. 
Over the past few moons, Fenjin had proved himself to be very resourceful. 
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Together with Tzezam, the chief patrol leader of the renegades, the two had 
given Diawyn much help during the battle and reoccupation of Wor Senya. 
The recapture of Wor Senya had been aided by the use of Ianxans, but the 
blitz that drove the Reds out of the iron mine was a more direct one. Strength 
and skills were tested, and the renegades had no lack of both. 

"But we cannot cross the Wise River now and lay siege on Wor 
Capeborn," said Kuboto. "The latest news from my agents said that 
Capeborn is holding a Z'Don re-election in a moon's time. The Red 
Pathfinders at this moment are not swaying the politics there." 

"Yes, their time in Capeborn would not be breezy, but it is still the only 
safe haven for them," said Xayken as he twitched his cheek ridges. "Even 
though their uprising had failed in Senya, they can still entrench themselves 
in Capeborn and wait for another time." 

"Then we must give them a target so enticing that they will abandon 
their base in Wor Capeborn," Diawyn said with a smile. 

"What target do you have in mind? " Xayken began to realize that 
Diawyn would be the one to lift his gloomy view. 

Diawyn did not answer immediately. However those who knew her 
knew that she had the answer. The commander of WindRacers scanned the 
entire chamber and looked at everyone. Then she said, "Wor Senya." 

"Wor Senya? What do you mean? " Xareton asked. Everyone looked at 
her with a stunned look. Xayken quickly recovered as he began to realize the 
merits of Diawyn's bold move but he wished Diawyn to explain it herself to 
the rest, so he did not interrupt. 

"Wor Senya will be the best bait. Wor Capeborn is not an effective base 
of operation. The Wind Pass has been blocked, making access to the north of 
the continent hard. All trade has to pass through Senya, and we have stopped 
all caravans that are going to Capeborn ever since the Reds hold power in 
Capeborn. This means that means the food shortage problem in Capeborn is 
getting increasingly acute by the day. The Reds cannot afford to wait too 
long before they attempt to attack us again. We have let some food caravan 
passed today after we received news about the re-election in Capeborn. This 
will give a strong signal to the hivers in Capeborn. If they vote for the Red 
Lord again, food will stop coming again. Thus their best option is to take the 
initiative. They will attack us." 

"But why Wor Senya? " Xareton asked. "Why not the iron mine, S'Hai 
Station or the Sky Port? " 

"The iron mine is still a strategic location but it cannot be used as a base 
for a long dragged out war. S'Hai Station and Sky port are important, but 
will the Reds leave Capeborn for them? Once they leave Capeborn, it is as 
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good as abandoning their chance of establishing their base in Capeborn. They 
would want some place with equal or more value than Wor Capeborn," 
Diawyn explained. 

"I agree that they will try to take Wor Senya, but that would mean that 
all the more we should defend it. We have lost it once; do we want to lose 
Wor Senya a second time? " Kuboto asked but a fen later he smiled 
apologetically and added, "Yes, we do want to lose it a second time." The 
Spy Master kowed towards Diawyn. "Your move is indeed very daring, but it 
could also mean a swifter and more complete victory." Kuboto had also 
realized the ingenuity of the plan. He would consider Diawyn's strategy as a 
bold move in Waykey. But in real war, he thought that daring would be a 
more appropriate adjective. Kuboto turned to look at Xayken and realized 
that his student in Waykey had analysed Diawyn's strategy quicker than him. 

"If they can take over Wor Senya, which has more food supply, they 
will able to hold out much longer. They would not be afraid of our Ianxans. 
Now that they know about this form of attack, it is not hard to think of 
counter-measures. If they can counter our Ianxans then they have a 
reasonable chance of holding the hive." Diawyn voiced her reasoning. 

"It's an all or nothing gamble for them. Will they take such a risk? " 
Xareton puffed his throat sac and asked. 

"Yes," Xayken and Diawyn answered simultaneously. They looked at 
each other and smiled. "I know Geenar well. She is a crafty and bold 
Waykey player. She will go for it," Xayken explained. 

Diawyn bloated, "I think Deymayn will also go for it." 

"Now that we have found a target large enough to entice the Reds out 
from Capeborn, what are we going to do? " Fenjin asked. 

"We will give them a surprise here," said Diawyn. 
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Dartrim and Capeborn 

"Order! " It as the third time that the chamber leader, Khyew blew the Horn 
and the Parliament session only started four fens ago. 

Finally I am taking my revenge. Dartrim gloated as he perched on the 
central perch with Tzezam, the new Blue Lord. Yaneng had died two days 
ago and the hive was in a major upheaval. The official explanation released 
by Deymayn did not go well with the common Pathfinders and lordlings. 
Two of their formal Lords had died in the span of two zholds. They 
demanded the Z'Don to explain the entire situation. Thus the third 
emergency Parliament session was called and Pathfinders again gathered in 
the Parliament chamber. The first emergency meeting was because of the 
coming of Deymayn. The Pathfinders flocked to the Parliament chamber 
with curiosity. The second emergency session was because of the death of 
Runedinn. They came in sadness. This time they came in anger. 

"The death of the Blue Lord Yaneng is a great lost of Capeborn. I know 
that his death comes at the heel of the formal Z'Don, but there are no 
evidence to suggest that the two deaths are linked nor are there any evidence 
of foul play," Deymayn explained as he scanned the entire chamber. He was 
hovering at the centre of the Parliament Chamber trying to defend his earlier 
statement. 

The Pathfinders in the chamber still whispered among themselves. 
Dartrim looked at the audience chamber and glanced at Daylynn perching in 
the lordling lower chamber. It's time for me to come into the show. The 
Great White Lord stood up from his seat at the central perch and said, 
"Capeborn." He waited two pis to make sure that he had the attention of the 
chamber before he continued. "Death does come to all hivers for Triad and 
Trillium must judged them how far down the path of innocence they have 
flown. However there is still a difference in natural death and murder." 

The word 'murder' caused a wave of indignation to appear in the 
Pathfinders' throat sacs. Many knew that politics sometimes had to do with 
power struggle but political assassination was still very rare in the history of 
Capeborn. 

Deymayn shot a look at Dartrim before smoothly added, "Indeed, there 
is a difference. One is a fact, the other is a rumour." 

"If there is no wind, will the branches sway? " Tzezam asked. He rise 
from his seat and stood beside Dartrim. 

Deymayn turned to ask the new Blue Lord. "What 'swaying branches' 
did you see? " 
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His throat sac bloated fully in crimson as he faced the Capeborn Z'Don. 
"The sudden death of two Pathfinder Lords," Tzezam answered without a 
hint of hesitation. 

"Beside that unfortunate coincidence, is there any other evidence of foul 
play? " Deymayn smiled. 

Dartrim's check ridges twitched. He hated Deymayn's condescending 
tone to his core. "Why did you conclude so quickly that there is no foul play? 
Why did you not open investigation to their sudden death? Is there 
something you want to hide? " 

"Investigation was done by the Yongsheis. The Blue Lord Yaneng was 
already very old and he died naturally with old age. The formal Z'Don 
Runedinn died because of fatigue. He was simply exhausted with the effort 
of ruling the hive in such chaotic time." Deymayn answered. "Now that we 
have three Pathfinder Lords running the hive, hopefully I will not follow the 
path of Runedinn." Deymayn's joke did not lighten the mood in the chamber, 
instead many thought that his joke was inappropriate and tasteless. 

Dartrim smiled. The mood of the chamber was not with Deymayn 
unlike the first two emergency session. He will not let us take him down so 
easily. He will struggle but it will be useless! Even the new Blue Lord is 
helping me. Daylynn is right. The Great White Lord looked in the direction 
of the lordling chamber and spotted her looking at him. How does she get 
Tzezam to help me? She's quite resourceful for a whiteling, no a white 
lordling. Dartrim smiled and corrected himself. He was not the only one who 
got promotion. Daylynn was now a white lordling. She does deserves the 
promotion, but without me she would not rise up so quickly. He saw her 
twitched her cheek ridges and realized that he should be focusing on taking 
down Deymayn. 

"However since the Parliament thinks that the death of the two Lords 
deserves further investigation, I will fully support it," Deymayn flexed his 
throat sac. He knew that as the Z'Don, he could do anything he liked, 
however he still had to answer to the Parliament. "I hope the Lord Dartrim 
and Lord Tzezam would be satisfied with the arrangement. Maybe you are 
right about the 'swaying branches'." 

Does he know about my involvement in Runedinn's death? Panic 
surged in Dartrim and it almost caused his throat sac to turn saffron yellow if 
he had not arrested the feeling in the last moment. Daylynn had warned me 
that Deymayn might try to implicate me even though he does not know 
anything about the death of Runedinn. She is right again. 

"I am glad that the Z'Don has consented to further investigate the death 
of the two Lords. May I suggest that the all the three Pathfinders have 
representatives in this investigation? Also, can you pass a degree to 
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authorise them to check anything and ask any questions from any hivers 
including the Z'Don? " Tzezam asked. 

Deymayn bloated, "Is there such a need? Such power cannot be granted 
so easily." 

"Your main worry is power abuse. I can understand this. After all, there 
are hivers who would do anything to gain power," said Tzezam. 

"Lord Tzezam, what are you trying to insinuate? " Deymayn's throat sac 
turned crimson with anger. 

"Z'Don, do not misunderstood me. After all I fear the power of 
Lightning Blade," the Blue Lord quavered his throat sac in mock fear. 

"Yes, the Lightning Blade can kill without drawing a single drop of 
blood. Even the Balwinhis fear it, let alone us," Dartrim added. The 
Pathfinders in the chamber began to murmur as they had all heard the story 
of Deymayn torturing the Balwinhis with the Lightning Blade. 

"I did experiment the Lightning Blade on the Balwinhis but that does 
not mean that I am ruthless enough to assassinate the predecessors of Lord 
Dartrim and Lord Tzezam," Deymayn's bloated throat sac glowed cerise red. 

"Are you trying to insinuate that I killed Lord Runedinn so that I can 
become the Great White Lord? " Dartrim countered. 

"I am not insinuating anything, Lord Dartrim," said Deymayn. "It is a 
fact that Lord Runedinn was your predecessor." 

"Yes Z'Don, he was my predecessor, but he was also yours," said 
Dartrim. He was proud that he did not let his anger overwhelm him. He still 
remembered the line of argument that Daylynn had gone through with him. 

The arguments between the three Lords were drowned by the increasing 
volume from the other pathfinders in the chamber. They were also arguing 
among themselves. In the end, the chamber leader, Khyew had to blow the 
Horn three times to restore some semblance of order. Khyew flew to the 
centre of the chamber and bloated, "This has gone far enough! " 

The three Lords turned and looked at Khyew. Once seeing that he had 
the attention of the three Pathfinder Lords and also the Parliament, the 
chamber leader continued, "Never would I imagine all three Lords accusing 
one another. Such distrust would mean that the Z'Don and the two Lords 
would not be able to help one another to run the hive. As such, I am to 
enforce a law that was laid down since the founding of Capeborn, but had 
never been used." 

Dartrim hid his smile. My ploy is working. 

Deymayn controlled his surprise at this development. The Red lord did 
not intervene as he did not know about the nature of this obscure law that the 
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chamber leader had mentioned. However he thought that any law that could 
be invoked because of distrust between the Lords must favour the Z'Don. 

Khyew announced, "This law is called the Law of Distrust. It states that 
if distrust is openly displayed between the Lords in a Parliament Session, 
then the chamber leader must intervene to prevent the collapse of the 
democracy in Capeborn. The chamber leader can remove the power and 
authority from the Z'Don and call for a Referendum to re-elect a Z'Don in 
exactly a moon's time." The chamber leader looked at the three Lords and 
bloated his throat sac. "The situation here satisfies the conditions stated in the 
Law. As such, I hereby declare by the Law of Distrust that the power and 
authority of Z'Don be taken back from Lord Deymayn. A Referendum will 
be called in exactly a moon's time." 

"Chamber leader, what will happen to the investigation to the death of 
the two Lords? " The Blue Lord asked. 

Deymayn suppressed the flip-flop of his throat sac and asked, "And who 
will run the hive in this moon? " 

Khyew bloated his throat sac and answered, "The decision to set up an 
investigation team was agreed by all the Lords, thus it will be enforced. With 
the removal of the executive power of the Z'Don, the Law states that 
chamber leader will look after the hive till the Referendum. As the temporary 
guardian of Capeborn, my first task is to decide the composition of the 
investigation team, which is left undecided. The team will consists of eleven 
hivers. Three representatives from each Pathfinders and two from the 
TruthSeekers. The respective Pathfinder Lords and TruthSeeker Speaker will 
select the representatives. I suggest that the three Lords prepared for the re- 
election. Hopefully in a moon's time, all of you would have grown more 
politically matured. With that, I declare the Emergency Parliament Session 
closed." 

Most of the Pathfinders and Lordlings were stunned into silence by this 
sudden turn of events. They did not react until he chamber leader declared 
the closing of the session. Few knew the existence of the Law of Distrust and 
many lordlings quickly left for the library to find out more details about it. 
However the majority of the hivers rejoiced. Their combined will have force 
the government to take heed of their voices. 

Deymayn left the chamber with his Red Pathfinders without saying a 
word. Few observed him leaving the chamber and thus few witnessed the 
defeated expression in the Red Lord. But Dartrim saw it. The Great White 
Lord saw his every move and expression. There goes the proud prodigy, the 
Commander of the LandShakers, the Red Lord of Capeborn but no longer the 
Z'Don. 
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"Lord Dartrim." Someone interrupted his thought. Dartrim looked and 
saw Tzezam. The Great White Lord grinned, "Lord Tzezam, we are indeed a 
formidable team." 

The Blue Lord also lifted high his cheek ridges. "Indeed, without 
joining our forces we would not be able to bring down Deymayn." 

"Yes, I must say we have enough self congratulation. Our mission was 
to bring down Deymayn. He is down but not out yet," Dartrim warned. 

Tzezam bloated his throat sac in agreement, "We must make sure that 
Deymayn is implicated with the death of Lord Runedinn and Lord Yaneng. 
We must not give Deymayn any chance to fly back up again! " 
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Senya and Trap 

"We have finally outsmarted the TruthSeekers," Raisyn laughed as he 
surveyed the hive from the war post. 

The commander of the LandShakers looked at the map of Senya laid out 
on the large songwood table and frowned. "Have we? " It was not his plan to 
come to Wor Senya, even though he was the one who thought of this brilliant 
strategy. / was the Z'Don of Capeborn. Deymayn still could not completely 
understand how the position of Z'Don of Capeborn was taken away from 
him. He knew that Dartrim and Tzezam collaborated to fight against him. 
But they did not know each other well. Deslin must be the one who planned 
my fall. He tried to campaign for his re-election but the sentiment of the 
Pathfinders there was no longer with him. The TruthSeekers in Senya had 
stopped all food caravan from coming to Capeborn when he was a Z'Don. 
He had covered out that fact completely until he as forced to step down as the 
Z'Don and Khyew became the guardian of the hive. He had found out about 
the food situation and announced to the hivers. Deymayn could not possibly 
have Khyew killed as the Red Lord was already implicated to the death of 
two Lords. He had to maintain a clean image hat did not implicate him 
further with dirty politics. The hivers in Wor Capeborn also knew that the 
Red Empress was going to attack Wor Senya. Voting for Deymayn would 
mean that they did not mind joining the war, but they minded. Many did not 
want to be dragged into the war. Even though the re-election was two zholds 
away, Deymayn knew that without political ploys and schemes, he would not 
win the election. It was the first time he had felt so helpless. With so many 
Yongsheis and Red Pathfinders with him, he could do nothing to sway the 
situation back to his favour. The prodigy had finally learnt that he could not 
bend all situation to his advantage. Thus with his first taste of bitter defeat, 
he left with the Red Empress. 

"We are in Wor Senya, are we not? " Empress Geenar said. "It is time 
that things go smoothly according to our pan." 

Deymayn returned from his introspection and said, "I just have the 
feeling that we have fallen into a well-woven trap, but still have not noticed 
it." 

"Then what's wrong? " Raisyn shot back. He was irritated that Empress 
Geenar was paying more attention to Deymayn than him who had given her 
Wor Senya - not once but twice. 

"That I do not know," Deymayn admitted. "I have sent my LandShakers 
to look around the hive." 

"We will wait for their report. In the meanwhile, we must start preparing 
for the siege. This time I want no mistake! " Empress Geenar told the two 
Yongshei commanders. 
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Both Deymayn and Raisyn kowklined and answered, "We hear and 
obey." 

"Good. Raisyn you will look into the food supply and check the ring 
wall. Deymayn, you will supervise the defense of the hive," The Red 
Empress ordered. 

Before they could answer, Fawin and Fakar landed on the door perch. 
"Yes? " Raisyn asked in irritation. 

"Commander, we have important matters to report," Fawin kowed and 
answered. 

"Enter," Deymayn ordered while shooting Raisyn a look. 

Empress Geenar saw the silent exchange but kept her silence. 

"May Trillium guide us," said Fawin as he and Fakar kowklined before 
the Red Empress. Geenar flexed her throat sac and asked, "What's your 
report? " 

"Great Empress, we have grave news to report. We found that there is 
very little food left in the silos. All the food containers are still there, but they 
are empty," Fawin reported. 

"What?!" Raisyn shouted. "No food? " His throat sac was deflated. 

Empress Geenar still uubeaoed her throat sac in a calmly manner as she 
looked at Deymayn and said, "Explain." 

"It's a trap," said Deymayn. "They knew we would come for Wor 
Senya, so they give us Wor Senya." 

"What Bybeyn statement is that? Was losing the post of Z'Don of 
Capeborn very traumatic for you? Have you lost your sentiency? Why 
would they give us Wor Senya? " Raisyn asked, irritated at Deymayn. 

Empress Geenar also had a puzzled look. 

"We took Wor Senya because only this place could withstand a long 
siege. But now they have taken all the food away. Without food, we cannot 
last long. Once they laid a siege on us, we will have a tough time breaking 
through to find food," Deymayn explained. 

"How could that be possible? " Raisyn puffed his throat sac twice in 
disbelief. "Then what about the workers and the common hivers? They will 
have to starve with us. Xayken would not have allowed that." 

"The old Xayken would not," Empress Geenar flexed her throat sac. 
"Let's not talk about what's possible and hat's not. Find me a solution." 
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"We must find where they have hidden the food. They could not have 
moved so much food out of Wor Senya so quickly. The food must be in some 
nearby hivelets," Deymayn analyzed. 

"Yes. We will send Yongsheis to search through all the nearby 
hivelets," said Raisyn. 

"That seems our only hope," said Empress Geenar. 

"Too late," said Deymayn as he pointed of the windows From the war 
post, they could see beyond the ring wall. "The TruthSeekers have come." 

"Triad and Trillium! We are trapped! " Raisyn shouted. 

"Don't state the obvious. Do something," Empress Geenar ordered. She 
looked rather unruffled, but she was really fighting hard to control emotions 
that were almost bursting to colour her throat sac. 

"Laying a trap outside the hive for us is an obvious thing that Diawyn 
would have thought of. It is the next logical step after removing the food. We 
do not have much choice. We have to break through before they have any 
chance to entrench." Deymayn evaluated the situation as though it was 
simply a theoretical problem. 

"I agree. There seems to be no other tactic we can choose. We have to 
go back to straight fighting here. The strongest will survive," Raisyn had 
collected himself by now and his aura that he had when he was a C'Sheni 
returned. An aura that he had lost after he had to flee from Wor Senya. 

"We will cut a way out through the north wall. The Redlings will escort 
me out of the hive. If we survive, we will regroup at the other side of the Old 
Queen. I have Redlings in the northern hives too. We will return to Senya 
someday," Empress Geenar announced. 

All the Yongsheis kowklined and answered. "We hear and obey." With 
that, they went their separate ways to make preparation for their final charge. 



Deymayn bellowed with his throat sac bloated large and full. 
"LandShakers! Let's shake the land! " With that, the LandShakers charged 
into the battle. 

Raisyn too rallied his Yongsheis. "For Glory!" 

"For Glory! " His Yongsheis echoed the war cry and clashed with the 
TruthSeekers. Their furious charge managed to puncture an opening. 
Empress Geenar spotted the gap and shouted, "For the Red Pathfinders! " 

Her war cry was taken up by her fanatic redlings. 
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"For Red Pathfinders! " The redlings too joined the battle. "For the Red 
Empress! " 



"Diawyn! You seem to know how to use that shield very well," 
Deymayn commented as he circled her. His two steel blades and two 
Lightning Blades guarded all possible frontal attacks by Diawyn. He had 
promoted himself to a Four-Blade some zholds ago. It was not because of his 
ego, but Deymayn seriously believed he had reached that level. He was also 
the only Yongshei who could weld two steel and two Lightning Blades at the 
same time with ease. 

"Your new strokes with the Lightning Blades still have some 
semblances with the old ones," Diawyn pointed out. Their conversation 
seemed out of place. It was as though the two were just practicing their 
strokes in the Yongshei Training School. "What has happened to your 
imagination? Has it been blown away? Your strokes are dull and 
predictable." 

Deymayn puffed his throat sac twice and changed his style of attack. 
Two blades were whirling fast while the others moved slowly. Once in a 
while, Deymayn would suddenly switch blades. After a while, Diawyn was 
no longer sure which of his hands were holding the Lightning Blades. 

Diawyn could see that Deymayn had not wasted his time all this while. 
This switching back and forth of different blades had great potential. Not 
only that, the blades were dancing too wildly for her to keep track. They 
were almost random. Some strokes were slow and deliberate while others 
flashed so quickly that it left trails of silver afterglow. 

Her right upper arm held up the shield to protect her body and use her 
two left blades to counter any attack from the left. Her lower right blade 
would reinforce either side of her defense. 

Deymayn kept pressing on his attack. Diawyn was able to block his 
blades with her shield. But more and more often, she had to counter using her 
blades. Deymayn was attacking her left side more and more frequently. Her 
two left arms were getting tired. It was one thing to counter a normal steel 
blade and another to counter and repulse a heavy Lightning Blade. She had to 
be careful not to let his blades contact her flesh. 

Diawyn repulsed another attack. Quickly, she glanced around her. The 
battle was still raging on. But it seemed that the TruthSeeker forces were 
gaining the upper hand in this battle. The tides of the war had turned against 
the Reds. It was just a matter of time that the Reds would lose. However no 
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Yongshei was near enough to help her counter Deymayn. All the individual 
fights had slowly drifted apart, giving one another space to manoeuvre. 

"Why don't you surrender? " Diawyn asked. "The Reds are losing not 
only this battle but also the war. You have suffered huge casualties in the last 
two battles. You are outnumbered. Sooner or Later, the Reds will be wiped 
out." 

Deymayn did not answer her immediately, but strengthened his strokes 
with more force and attacked Diawyn again. Then he said, "I have made a 
choice. At this moment, it does seems that 1 have chosen the losing side. But 
that's beside the point. I have chosen my path. Even if I lose this battle, the 
war will not be over. I will try again." 

Diawyn had hoped Deymayn would be remorseful, but it seemed too 
much to hope now. "Do we need to fight to the end? " It came out almost like 
a plea. 

Deymayn launched himself further up in the air and turned to attack her 
wing. Diawyn was stunned, and it was purely out of reflex that she escaped 
the next few attacks on her wings as she dodged. She tried to turn and face 
Deymayn, but her fellow hatchling kept moving behind her. Diawyn's shield 
was useless against attacks aimed at her rear. Her strength was draining. She 
knew she could not hold up the attack much longer. In a desperate gamble, 
she threw her shield at Deymayn. That gave her a moment of respite. Free of 
the shield, she unsheathed her fourth blade and launched her own attack. 

"Wave Blossom Strokes! " Deymayn recognized her blade style 
immediately, but a few moment later he was not so sure. Diawyn's strokes 
were more aimless than his style of Wild Snow Dance. Yet the power of her 
strokes were not diminished. As her strokes piled up together, one after 
another, the waves seemed to combine as they kept pushing towards him, 
forcing him to retreat. He tried to counter with his Wild Snow Dance and 
Diawyn's blade wave stopped its advance. 

But Deymayn' s breathing was becoming heavier. He could not use the 
Wild Snow Dance for long. The two heavy lightning blades were beginning 
to tax his strength. Deymayn knew the battle was lost ever since he realized 
that they had flown into a trap. He had already planned his escape. He still 
had the design plan of the Lightning Blade with him. He knew where the 
atoll trading place was. If he survived this battle, he could flee to the north 
and amass forces again. 

"I surrender." Deymayn announced suddenly as he flew a few spans 
away from Diawyn. He turned off the Lightning Blades and held out all four 
blades by their blade tips with the handles pointing towards Diawyn. 

Diawyn was taken aback. Deymayn had rejected her offer of a surrender 
just now. Maybe he has changed his mind. No matter what, Diawyn was 
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relieved that he surrendered. Otherwise, she would have to kill him. Diawyn 
did not know if she had the courage to do that. 

Diawyn sheathed all but one of her blades and flew forward to accept 
the blades. As Diawyn touched the handles of all four blades, Deymayn said, 
"I do love you, you know." Diawyn could not believe what she had heard. 
She had thought she had pushed aside her love for him during this entire war, 
but it seemed she was just lying to herself. Her love of him was too 
overwhelming. 

"I will plead with the Z'Don on your behalf. Maybe he will pardon 
Deymayn! " Her shout ended as a short dagger flashed into his hands. 

"A Yongshei does not carry a dagger!" she said. 

"But the Red Lord does." Deymayn said, aiming the dagger at her heart, 
right through her thick flying jacket. 

It was only her superb training and fast instinct that allowed Diawyn to 
hurl herself askew sideways, the dagger missing her heart by a narrow 
margin. Instinctively, Diawyn used her right hand to prevent Deymayn' s 
hand from withdrawing. She waved her blade upward towards Deymayn and 
it plunged into Deymayn' s right eye. 

Deymayn's scream echoed Diawyn's. He pulled out the blades 
forcefully from his right eye, sending shocks throughout his body. He had no 
time to deal with Diawyn. / have to escape now. I must survive. 

Diawyn's scream was still lingering in her throat sac. Her mental 
universe collapsed with the ultimate betrayal of her beloved. Thoughts 
flashed in and out of her mind as the pain diffused throughout her body. 
Diawyn almost wondered if she was still flying or was she falling. But her 
mind refused to work. It had completely collapsed inward. Her thoughts 
came less and less often, while emotions drifted in more and more 
frequently. Sadness, grief of all kinds, and an utmost sense of loneliness 
permeated her entire being. Then there was darkness. 
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Chapter 25. The Communion of Three 



Academician, Prince and King 

"Halt. Stop right there." The Ginouko guard blew forth his order with a 
weight that exceeded his bulk. 

"Let us pass, sergeant. We have, on good orders of King Yashi to pass 
unmolested through the waters of Ginouko." 

"No! King Yashi is dead. The House of Ginouko shall acknowledge no 
Diamond Clan King anymore! " the guard said confidently. "Advance no 
further. Come out of your kotunas. Keiooki-master, hold your keiooki." 

As he said this, a squad of diamond-backed soldier swept forth, backing 
the sergeant's words with bristling prods. 

The keiooki-master dismounted from his keiooki purposefully and 
calmly, his slate in hand. "These are the orders and the seals of King Anagin, 
son of King Yashi, heir to the Diamond Clan Throne. You will leave our 
kotunas alone, and you will let us pass." 

"Step back," the sergeant barked, ignoring the plea. "The King is dead 
and the royal clans have been taken over by the Six-Stars and Hard-Circles." 

"Read it, sergeant. Read this slate. It declares right here that Anagin, the 
son of Yashi has assumed the King's position. It tells of how the Six-Star and 
Hard-Circle Kings have been slaughtered. And it is an order to the Armies of 
the Hard-Circles and Six-Stars to retreat from Diamond Clan waters or be 
decimated by our glorious Diamond Clan Army." 

Hesitation mottled the sergeant's visage. It was evident that he knew 
nothing of all that had transpired. He scanned the slate. There was nothing, 
save King Yashi 's royal seal to indicate its authenticity. And King Yashi was 
dead, whilst Baron Hokloku had given him different orders. 

"How may I know that what you have spoken is true? " he finally asked, 
shedding years of accumulated soldierly gruffness. 

"Don't you recognise me? " Anagin's voice boomed from the kotuna. 
He was out of the vessel, and posing in a kingly manner. 

"Prince Anagin, the academician! " 

"Prince Anagin, heir to the Diamond Clan Throne," Anagin corrected 
him. "Let us pass! " 

"Yes, Your Majesty," the Sergeant's demeanour changed instantly, his 
head cowed, and eye-stalks retracted. "Forgive me, for I was misinformed." 
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"Yes, you are," Anagin said matter-of-factly. "Please convey that to 
Baron Hokloku, will you? " 

The sergeant was silent. 

"Will you? " 

"Yes Your Majesty," the sergeant cried. "We will." 

And behind him, the squad of keikain soldiers resounded with an 
affirmative chorus. Anagin went back into his kotuna as the shikikan squad 
behind him dispersed. 

"That was a big risk you took, dear emitsei," Eisha said dryly. "You do 
realize that they might have chosen not to believe the story, and arrested us." 

"Yes, but I did have the shikikans behind us," Prince Anagin replied. 

"We might not have such good luck again next time. The houses are in 
disarray, dear emitsei." 

"True," Anagin said. "The houses are in disarray, and rumours float 
around dispersed by the current of anarchy. Either I am dead, like my father 
is, or Six-Star Clan and Hard-Circle clans have taken over." 

"Yes " 

"Which is favourable for us, since the power vacuum fosters caution on 
all sides." 

"Your emitsei is learning the art of statecraft fast," Shinogu remarked 
approvingly. King Henka, however, remained silent. 

"And I shall have to fill that vacuum," Anagin spoke plainly. 

Eisha saw the burden in the way his emitsei carried his shell. No longer 
were the gaze of his eyes easy but stiff. "What will King Shinogu and King 
Henka do? Where are they going? " Eisha asked. 

"Shinogu and Henka," Anagin corrected him. "They are kings no 
longer. They can't go back, that's for sure. Do you think their courts would 
even allow their abdication in favour of me? " 

"I'll have you know that I am not in favour of this crazy plan of exile," 
Henka piped. 

"Do you think you can go back and face your court, after all that has 
transpired? " Shinogu asked. "We been through this before. This is for the 
best." 

"No, but -" 

"You are in this as thick as I am. Hasn't you realize that when you first 
took my advice? " King Shinogu asked. "This is inevitable. We must not go 
back. They must be allowed to think that both are dead, murdered by the 
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shikikans of Diamond Clan. This is the only way for fighting to stop, for 
Diamond Clan to regain its honour in defeat, and for peace to return to 
keikai." 

"I am not so sure the Hard-Circle Clan would take this lying down," 
Eisha said. "We might have to go to war again." 

"They will not. Not when they have heard from Baron Doku," Shinogu 
repeated. "My Six-Stars are basically peaceable. It is the Hard-Circles that 
need pacifying." 

"Emitsei, now I am confused," Eisha cried. "Why are we here going to 
the Holy Shore, and why are we bringing Waterborn along? What has this 
got to do with them? " 

"You will see, my echoate. You will find out soon enough," Prince 
Anagin replied. His eye-stalks extended with suppressed excitement. 

The Healing and The Pain 

"How is she? She's been unconscious for more than a two zholds. 
That's more than what Xayken and I had gone through," said Xiimen. His 
throat sac once again fluttered lightly. His injuries from Deymayn's torture 
had faded enough for him to function without wincing with every move. 

"All her physical wounds and injuries are stable and will not pose any 
danger to her. I have purged the poisons from her body, although I am not 
very sure if all of them had been removed. If the C'Yishi were still alive, he 
would know better," Dorayn said. Her tone and throat sac betrayed no 
sadness. She had expended all her grief. Enough had died, but many still 
lived. Those alive would need her. 

Dorayn and Xiimen had been left in Wor Capeborn when the Red 
Empress left to attack Wor Senya. The Red Empress left a triad of Redlings 
to guard them and the Ookiis. After the Red Pathfinders were defeated in 
Wor Senya, Dartrim on the advice of Daylynn returned Dorayn, Xiimen and 
the three Ookiis to Senya. Dorayn still remembered Dartrim, the new Z'Don 
of Capeborn's last words, "Good riddance. You bring nothing but trouble for 
Capeborn." Dorayn did not rebut as she was at that time very concern with 
Xiimen. The C'Keshueka of Senya was carried in the pouch of Balwinhi as 
he was at no condition to fly on his own. 

Once she returned to Wor Senya, she had been busy treating the injured 
hivers. Many Yishis had died during the war, including the C'Yishi. There 
were very few fully trained Yishis left. Dorayn was appointed the C'Yishi 
and she had accepted the post without flinching or complaints. She knew that 
much work needed to be done and someone had to take up the job. 

"We just have to try our best. That's all we can do," said Xayken. 
Dorayn looked at the Z'Don and knew that though she was tired by her task 
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of rebuilding the Y'Yuan and medical force in Wor Senya, the Z'Don also 
did not have much rest since the war was over. The rebuilding of the hive 
and saving the ecosystem from complete collapse had occupied almost all his 
waking hours. 

"She seems to be in the zhon state. I do not know how to shake her out 
of it. Maybe both of you have some ideas since you had recovered from it," 
she said. 

Xiimen puffed his throat sac. "I do not know why or how I entered that 
state, nor do I know how I recovered. It is something that still is beyond our 
science." 

"Maybe we don't need any hard science as this moment. We just need 
some idea, no matter how outrageous they are," Dukryn commented. He too 
had managed to squeeze some time to be with Diawyn in between 
supervising the construction of glass shelters and running the Keshueka 
training school. Xiimen had finally agreed to be the Minister of Science. 
With his current busy schedule, he had relinquished his position as the 
C'Keshueka to Dukryn. 

"I have some ideas, but I do not know whether it works for Diawyn 
though," said Xayken. He half bloated his throat sac as he told them his 
conjecture. "I think it is a matter of loneliness. I thought I was suffering 
alone when I saw the comet strike Dalu. The pain, frustration, sadness and 
grief could not be shared with anyone. Finding no outlet, they sank back into 
the mind and coalesced. The mind, thinking that the outside world bore 
nothing, I mean absolutely nothing, turned inward and ignored reality. We 
hadn't really lost our sentience. It had just been locked away." 

"You may have something there," said Xiimen. "But what should we 
do? " 

"I think we just need to be around her all the time and keep talking to 
her. Show her that she will never be alone again. It might call her out," said 
Xayken. 

"Interesting theory. If I have lost Dorayn in the war, I might go into the 
zhon state too," said Dukryn. 

"Me too," Dorayn admitted. 

"Why don't we set up a timeOtable among ourselves so that there will be 
someone with Diawyn at all time? " Diawyn suggested. 

"Good. I will let you come out with the timetable. Remember to include 
me and Xiimen," said the Z'Don. 

Dukryn bloated. 



173 



Xayken looked at his fellow hatchling and said, "Xiimen, I think you 
and I should leave." 

"So soon? " Xiimen asked. "The ministerial meeting is still a sechen 
away." 

Xayken had to smile. "I have some matters to discuss with you before 
the meeting. Let Dorayn and Dukryn accompany Diawyn a little while 
more." 

Xiimen bloated his throat sac and followed Xayken out of the cell. The a 
section of WindRacers kowed upon seeing the Z'Don. Xayken bloated and 
said, "We will return to my office." 

The WindRacer Two Blade kowed, "Yes, Z'Don." Then she despatched 
two WindRacers ahead to inform the WindRacers guiding the Z'Don Office 
about the Z' Don's arrival. 

After going through so much in the past hatch, Xayken no longer 
complained about the lack of freedom or privacy. The danger of Red 
Pathfinders lurking around, waiting for a chance to assassinate him was very 
real. "Let us be off," he said to his Minister of Science as he spread his wings 
and took flight. 

"What did you want to talk about? " Xiimen asked while they flew back 
to the Z'Don office. The air was still chilly. Xayken began to think that 
defeating the Red Pathfinders would seem a breeze considering the work that 
he had to do. But he knew that he was not alone in the rebuilding. Xiimen, 
Dorayn, Dukryn, Xareton, Kuboto and all the hivers, both sentient and semi- 
sentient, in Senya were busy with the rebuilding. 

"How are the glass shelters? " Xayken asked as he landed on the door 
perch outside his office. 

"I have coordinate all the glass smith and workers to construct them. 
The entire forest between here and S'Hai Station will be covered in a moon's 
time. We have also shown the pathfinders in Capeborn and Sargorth how to 
build one," Xiimen replied as they entered the office. 

"That's good. We need to be united, both TruthSeekers and Pathfinders, 
to survive this unnatural winter." 

"You have never met Dartrim. I doubt he will authorise the construction 
of the glass shelter. The White Lord Dartrim would say it's unnatural," said 
Xiimen. 

"I think he will eventually construct the glass shelters. If they cannot 
even protect the Bybeyn trees from dying, then their food shortage would be 
more severe. The Blue Lord would not view them a unnatural and would 
give advice to bring him down to reality," said Xayken. " Geenar and 
Deymayn are still out there somewhere. The Reds might have lost this war, 
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but they are persistent and highly intelligent. They will come back. I know 
they will." 

Xiimen bloated his throat sac in agreement. "True. But we don't have to 
worry about them in the near future, they will be too busy trying to survive 
this winter. Also we no longer have to worry about Raisyn. He at least had 
the honour to commit kamashe." 

"No matter what, he was a proud warrior," Xayken commented as he 
reached out to a cup of hot kar waiting on his songwood. Mynin must have 
prepared it when he heard that I am returning to the office. The kar as good. 
"About your theory of the Ookiis' secretion, I have decided to approve your 
experiment. The rebuilding will take more than a generation's effort. I need 
more sentient hivers and more prodigies to help accelerate our recovery." 

"I know it's a radical move that will bring dissent from the White 
Pathfinders. I also know that Dalu would never be the same if there are more 
sentient hivers and prodigies around," said Xiimen. "Look at how the whole 
Dalu shakes with just four prodigies. With super-prodigies, we either bring 
great fortune to Dalu, or we will bring great disaster." 

"We do not need another disaster," said Xayken as his cheek ridges 
drooped. 

Seeing him, dispirited, Xiimen said, "Fellow hatchling, the situation is 
dire but still not hopeless. We have defeated the Reds. The other problems 
can be solved too." 

"I appreciate you encouragement, Xiimen. Although we have won the 
war against the Reds, it seemed to me a pyrrhic victory. Look around you. 
We are rebuilding, but do you know how much we have lost? The library 
and our accumulated knowledge are good examples. There are so many 
things that cannot be rebuilt and are lost to us." Xayken sighed, letting his 
throat sac ruffled. "The war has ended, but 1 don't feel like a victor." 

"But we have gained two sentient neighbours. Think of the Ookiis and 
their underwater hives. It's hard to imagine that an advanced civilization 
could be living so close to us and yet we have been oblivious to them until 
recently," Xiimen exclaimed. 

Xayken thought for a moment and lifted his cheek ridges. "Indeed. I 
must not always think of dark thoughts. There are silver linings that we can 
look forward to. We have much to offer them, and they too have something 
to exchange with us. Maybe the cataclysm is not all so bad after all. Who 
knows? It might usher in a period of golden age of such scale that the entire 
Dalu has not seen." 
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Messengers and Messages 

They advanced up the beach in a single file, with the shikikan spread out in a 
protective semi-circular arc a few lengths away. The sky was ominously 
clouded, as was the thicket of the forest. Small white flakes descended from 
above, too tiny to see, yet too cold to bear. 

Eisha struggled with Waterborn, that flashing seiki shootling with its 
myriad of colours. Buoyed by the water, the atmospheric capsule in which 
the plant sat had felt light. But on land it was heavy. He wished that Yuri was 
with him to share the load, rather than waiting in the shallow waters for his 
return. 

Finally, they found resting spot in the forest. It was sheltered, but not 
thickly so, that the invigorating sunlight - however weak it was - could come 
through. After a round of feasting on the seiki bark, Anagin addressed Eisha, 
Shinogu and Henka. 

"We are now ready to conduct our test - a test that I have conceived of 
long time ago while in captivity, when I was trying to speak to Waterborn. I 
am not totally sure how it will turn out, but with the recent turn of events, it 
seems vital that this test works as I envisioned." 

"If it does not work, then Henka and I may indeed have to wander in the 
northern icy sea," said Shinogu. "But everything is worth trying once, even 
worthless ideas." 

"Indeed, you are speaking like an academician," Eisha praised Shinogu. 
But the keikain that was once King of the Six-Stars Clan did not seem to 
appreciate that compliment. 

"Quiet! " Henka said, pointing towards Anagin, who was now waving 
pointedly at Waterborn with a set of painted rods. The sapling responded 
with flickering colours, cryptic yet beautifully hypnotic. 

As Eisha watched, the colours of the sapling's leaves shifted in three 
distinct patches. Just as emitsei has shown me. That must be its way of 
speaking to its neighbours. He stepped back to take in a larger view, eye- 
stalks swivelling as he watched the dance of greens and reds on the seiki 
trees around Waterborn. It was a sight that keikains had grown accustomed 
to, and hence ignored, for generations. Somewhere in there was a meaningful 
sentence. Sentient thought, as Emitsei puts it. 



Waterborn Why do you laugh, S3:wnt and N4:estw? Water capsule that 
envelops me is warm. No, I do not choke. 
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S3:wnt How unlike E3:brv in the North. Growing healthily whilst other trees 
dying. Funny and stunted too, you are so weak. 

Waterborn But I am warm in here, while you are cold out there! 

N4:estw Is Waterborn your name as given by these water-dwellers. Pet are 
you of these water-dwellers? 

S3 :wnt Waterborn:? This is funny, T3:bsc and W2:bf! Tree shoot living in 
water capsule, almost like E3:brv in north! 

Waterborn Stop laughing. We are sessile and unmoving. What choice do I 
have? At least I am rooted to ground, inambulate. 

S3:wnt Roots allow us to stand tall to greet the sun! Sun is our sustenance. 
Grow so long in the sea that you know not of that, Waterborn:? 
T34:estw, get the joke? Being in capsule means not rooted to naler. 
Funny! 

N4:estw Lighten up, Only jokes. But you are strange! Never seen one like 
you, Waterborn:. Unrooted, in water. Calling you Waterborn2:sn will 
follow the naming scheme, but permanent neighbour of N4 and S3 you 
are not. 

S3:wnt Stranger than E3:brv he must be. Must spread the news. 

N4:estw Did so. Almost all trees in northeast are much amused! 

Waterborn Laugh all you like, but I am curious about this E3:brv in the 
north with shelter, like me. May you older and wiser ones pass my 
greetings along? 

Waterborn had wisely decided that pandering to these egos was the best. 

N4:estw See that! Waterborn knows of his plight as E3:brv does! At least, 
stupid he is not! 

Waterborn Conveyed my greetings, have you not? 

N4:estw Waterborn, from E3:brv through many, many trees, greetings. He 
asks if your capsule is as comfortable as his shelter. 

Waterborn No basis for comparison. But message I have from water- 
dwellers. To pollinators tending to water-dwellers in the north, they 
desire to speak to. 

N4:estw Passing on for you, young one. Question from trees up north about 
your message: what dealings do the water-dwellers have with 
Pollinators? 

S3:wnt Waterborn, question I have for you - my own. Are you a pet of these 
water-dwellers? An unrooted tree passing messages! How comedic! 

N4:estw Stop it, S3:wnt. This is not funny any more. 
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"Waterborn says that he has sent out the message," said Anagin to his 
group, "although I think some of them are - this is hard to understand or 
believe - laughing at him." 

"Really? " Eisha asked. A part of him still skeptical about this whole 
idea of the talking seiki. "Why? " 

"Who knows how these trees think? That's the whole mystery of it! " 

"Did you receive a message from them then, Emitsei? " Eisha asked 
plaintively, but this time he got no response. The echoate looked at the two 
Kings, but they seemed strangely patient and indulgent. 

"Yes, and there is an answer: The distant trees want to know what our 
business is with the flyers, I guess." Anagin said, less confident this time. 

"Flyers? " Eisha asked, puzzled. "What flyers? " 

"The flyers are another race of beings that we have contacted on the 
Lands, echoate," Shinogu explained. "It was through them their hitsu supply 
that the tide of war was changed in our favour." 

The King of Keikai turned to Shinogu and asked, "Another new 
species? " 

"How many species are there in keikai, anyway?" Eisha asked. 

"Tell them that we want to speak to Baron Doku! " Henka cried. 

"Yes, yes. I am trying. My vocabulary is still primitive, so this is more 
involved " Anagin spoke, more to himself than to Henka. He waved his rods 
again, presenting red and green to Waterborn in a sequence of strokes in 
various horizontal and vertical positions. Had his expression not been so 
serious, the sight would have been comical. 



Waterborn2:st I will reveal it in due time, N4:estw. Please pass my message 
on to the Pollinators. The one who speaks to water-dwellers - that's the 
one these water-dwellers want. 

S3:wnt What are we? Messengers, not so! Let the water-dwellers speak to 
Pollinators all they want, Waterborn2:st. How goes your learning? 

Waterborn2:st Learning? Unfamiliar term. What do you mean? 
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S3:wnt He knows not of the Axioms! Time in water spent wasted you have! 

N4:estw Come now. Waterborn2:st must have learnt other things while with 
water-dwellers. 

S3:wnt More so ridiculous! He knows naught of Geometry, none of 
Aggregation and Symmetry. I bet waterborn2:st can't count! 

N4:estw Much more learning there is to know! Maybe he knows something 
about water-dwellers? Or underwater principles? 

S3:wnt But none of the Axioms! Much learning he has to catch up on. 

N4:estw While rootless and mobile? Like proving half-revolution of triangle 
sum without presumption of parallelism! 

Waterborn2:st What are these Axioms that you speak of? I Waterborn2:st 
am always willing to learn. While underwater, I have taught the water- 
dwellers a little of our colours and flashings, that is what I have done. I 
have spoken to their Great Leader, and know of the terrible fight they 
have with other Great Leaders. 

n4:estw Message from north concerning your I mean, the water-dweller's 
demands. The one- who speaks to E3:brv says that he will try to find the 
one who speaks to the water-dwellers. Meanwhile, he sends greetings, 
and asks if the same ones doing trade of weapons you are. 

S3:wnt Weapons? Trade? Violence? How crude this is getting. Right you 
are, N4:estw. This is not funny any more. 



After a while, Anagin spoke again, "Yes, they have conveyed the 
message to the flyers. I think Waterborn is saying that it will take a while - 1 
can't be sure how long - before Doku can be found and summoned." 

"Never mind that. Just keep speaking to Waterborn," Shinogu said 
astutely. "These seiki trees can obviously communicate faster than that. Just 
tell Waterborn everything at one go and let it speak to the rest. Let it do that! 

55 

"Yes, of course! " Anagin realized Shinogu's point and immediately 
turned back to the sapling in the capsule, raising his coloured rods. 

Shinogu continued, "Tell them that we desire to meet Doku, and wish to 
be led to where they are. Tell them to give us a clear way to follow to go 
there. Tell them to tell Baron Doku of how we need his testimony undersea. 
Tell them that we are excited to know of the seiki's presence. Tell them that 
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we mean no harm in eating their bark. Tell them we want to speak to the 
flyers, to learn of all their ways. Tell them that -" 

"I am, I am " Anagin said, furiously jiggling his rods at Waterborn, who 
was just as furiously transmitting the messages on to its neighbours. Eisha 
was beginning to see the pattern, the simultaneous colourings on 
neighbouring trees that spoke to each other. No longer were they mystic 
swirls of light and colour, but punctuated sentences, flowing through in 
logical progression from base to leaf, modulated in places by flashings that 
conveyed nuances that he had yet to be acquainted with. These he was sure 
he would eventually learn, just like his dear Emitsei had. 



Waterborn2:st I must admit too, I understand little of these requests. From 
what I know, dealings between water-dwellings concern their fight 
underwater. Fighting was there up here on lands? 

N4:estw Yes, there was. Much fighting amongst the pollinators there was. 
But no more. 

S3:ntw Us masters of naler ought not involve ourselves in petty squabbles of 
water-dwellers. This message from Q2:bv in west, through many others. 

N4:estw Right that is too. waterborn: you must leave them. Request you 
must to be rooted again. Refuse to cooperate. So says many - M3:ase, 
Q3:sek and others. Count of 10 trees who say so. 

Waterborn2:st Your proposition of re-rooting, I am intrigued, but 
benefactors I will not turn against. Much I have learnt from water- 
dwellers. Need us they do of our bark. 

N4:estw Waterborn2:st is right. Involved, we already are. Now that we know 
their existence and they us, ignorance we can't go back to. Consider that 
E3:brv in the north. Many in the north have helped in the fighting 
between one group and others by passing messages. 

S3:wnt I know so. And I disapprove. We are not of their world. Let them 
squabble and fight while we prevail. Meanwhile, much there is to 
discover of Geometry and Four-dimensional Algebra. Wise is the 
Learning of C2:bw on these matters. 

N4:estw Prevail? Forgotten the death of thousands in the west due to comet, 
have you? This from count of 20 in the east, beyond the hills. Aid them 
we must. 

S3:wnt What for? Q2:bv in west thinks waste of time this is. Distractions 
all. 
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N4:estw Tell that to E3:brv, who is surviving quite well. Others not holding 
out for long. Cold it has been. 

S3:wnt Already passed on message. 

Waterborn2:st Excuse me, older trees. Much I have to convey from water- 
dwellers. Are you helping or not? 

S3:wnt I am not. Rooted to naler, and master of it, I am. 

Waterborn2:st And what of you, N4:estw? 

N4:estw Me too. Rooted to naler, but growing up in reality I am. I will aid 
you for now, and bend as the wind commands. After all, water-dwellers 
must swim as current guides them. So says W4:zqac, and this point I 
agree with. 

Waterborn2:st It is like this. Three of water-dwellers here are Great 
Leaders. Desire to see Smaller Leader up in north that Pollinators have 
found. Want him to go back to waters. Want to speak to Great Leader of 
Pollinators too, Trade and understanding. And much more 

N4:estw Passing on message, waterborn. Not great thinker you are, but 
intricacy in petty matters of intrigue, you display. 

Waterborn2:st Compliment is that? I thank you, N4:estw. 

N4:estw This message I have spread to the western trees. There is much 
discussion. Many are excited by the developments. Others are like 
S3:wnt - uncooperative. 



"Dukryn! You have to look at this," Conare shouted as he flew in. His 
throat reflected his agitation. 

The young prodigy looked up from his work. "Soothe your throat sac, 
Conare. Even if Geenar returns with another force, it will not be so soon, 
right?" 

"It's nothing to do with the war. Our young Bybeyn tree, E-three wants 
to talk to Dorayn." 

"Dorayn? Are you sure? She has not even have the chance to go near 
the glass shelter, let alone looking at E-three. She just arrived in S'Hai 
Station with me only two days ago. She is too busy setting up the aquarium 
for the three Ookiis. Anyway, I don't think E-three can recognize individual 
hivers yet. To it, we all look the same." Dukryn and Dorayn had decided that 
the Ookiis should be housed in S'Hai Station where the scientific community 
lived. 
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"I'm not that sure now. It specifically asked to see the one who brought 
the 'water hivers'." 

'"Water hivers'? " Dukryn paused for a moment before realizing that 
the Bybeyn was using its limited vocabulary to convey the meaning of a sea 
creature. Smart. "Well, my curiosity is piqued. Let's go find Dorayn and see 
what E-three wants." 



"Six-line-water-hiver? " Dukryn read the simplified pattern that E-three 
had conveyed to him. 

"What does that mean? " Dorayn asked, as she looked at the young tree 
encased within the glass shelter. 

"Dukryn and I think that 'water hiver' means sea creature, most likely 
the Ookii. The Bybeyn should know about them since the Ookiis feed on 
their bark," Conare replied with a smile. 

"Six-line ookii It must be referring to the Ookii with a hexagonal shell! 
" Dukryn broke into a smile when he managed to decrypt the message. 

"Doku? Why? " Dorayn puffed her throat sac in puzzlement. "Don't 
tell me the Bybeyn wants to take revenge because of the Ookiis' special 
dietary requirements? " 

"Special dietary requirements? That's a nice way of putting it, when the 
ookiis are stripping off barks from sentient trees to chew." Conare had again 
managed to turn something serious into a joke. His anodyne comments were 
deliberate. He knew both Dorayn and Dukryn were not only busy with their 
work, but also worried about their fellow hatchling Diawyn in Wor Senya. 

"What can the Bybeyn do? Demand us to send the Ookii to its mouth 
and slowly digest it? The ookii is safe with us," said Dukryn with a weak 
smile, although his throat sac was not really bloated fully in confidence. 

"I think we should get Doku here and see what happens next," Dorayn 
decided. Her curiosity won the battle against caution. 



"Obviously the messages are coming from the south." Dukryn pointed 
at the Bybeyn trees south of E-three that seemed to be relaying the messages 
back and forth between them and the Ookiis. 
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"Come to think of it, isn't it surprising that the Ookiis have also found a 
way to communicate with the Bybeyn trees? " Conare asked, his throbbing 
throat sac turning red. 

Dukryn bloated in agreement, but did not answer. He was concentrating 
on translating the new message. "Go south? " Dukryn asked for confirmation 
using his cards machine. 

"You seem to be getting better at this translation matter," remarked 
Conare as he saw his friend flashing the signs almost as rapidly as he spoke. 

"Practice, I guess." Dukryn answered. "E-three says the Ookiis want to 
meet us. We have to bring the hexagonal-shaped Ookii. They also will be 
sending two Ookii Lords to live permanently with us." 

"Six-night Ookii," Dorayn corrected absent-mindedly before she 
translated for Doku. Dorayn had brought all the three Ookiis into the glass 
shelter where E-three was. Honki waved his eye-stalks agitatedly when he 
heard the message from Dorayn. The three Ookiis talked for while before 
Doku replied to Dorayn, "I go back sea." 

"What about Honki and Yayaki? " 

Yayaki conversed with Honki a while before she turned towards 
Dorayn. "I want to go see two Ookii Lords that are coming. Most likely we 
stay here, but we want to walk with Doku." 

"And I just want to go home," Honki added. 

Dorayn patted Honki as one would a child. Then she told Dukryn and 
Conare, "Doku says he wants to go back to the sea. The other two will send 
him off. They also want to meet up with the two new ookiis. Then they will 
decide, but most likely they will stay here. So where is the meeting place? " 

Conare raised his cheek ridges and asked, "You mean they can convey 
such complicated messages in just clicks? Amazing" 

Even before anyone could say anything else, the Bybeyn tree directly 
south of E-tree suddenly turned completely red. Serially, the trees south of it 
also turned red. Dukryn said, "I think that is as clear a sign as it can be. Shall 

we? " 



Eisha watched the shells of the unlikely pair, Henka and Shinogu, 
disappear into the brush of forest trees. Farewell and safe journey, Eisha 
thought, not daring to speak his mind out. It was true that they were kings no 
longer, but Eisha still regarded them highly and respectfully, that he would 
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never speak unless spoken to. You have placed the welfare of keikai above 
your kingship. You managed to persuade my Emitsei, the stubborn keikain 
that he is, to care for the clans. You stuck to your abdication for a life of 
ignominy. It is a pity that in the whole of Keikai, only a few keikains know of 
your great deeds. Eisha was impressed by their courage to venture forth to 
the cold inland. 

Ahead of the kings, more than a hundred lengths away, a tall lofty seiki 
tree held its reddish hue, beneath its uppermost canopy of frost. Its colours 
did not swirl or flicker, true to Waterborn's 'words'. Here was evidence 
indeed of the trees' sentience, which Eisha had doubted until now. After all, 
these conversations could have been entirely his Emitsei 's imagination. But 
this maintenance of a constant colour was exactly as his emitsei said it would 
be. How could he have doubted? 

And then he was suddenly even more impressed by Henka and Shinogu 
courage, their trust in emitsei Eisha was unwavering. Surely they must have 
doubted, but still they are willing to venture forth on the cold dark land. 

"It will be a long wait. Let's come back tomorrow. By then Baron Doku 
would have arrive," Anagin said, finally putting his coloured rods down on 
the ground beside him. 

"You trust the seiki trees a lot, don't you? " Eisha asked. 

"Yes, Eisha. They are very different from us. They are rooted and they 
live for centuries. Deception they will not engage in." 

"That's a strange manner of speaking," Eisha said. 

"Forgive me," Anagin said with a smile. "That's the patterns that the 
seiki trees converse in. It must be getting to me." 

"You must be tired, dear Emitsei," Eisha said. "Have some hitsu." 

Anagin looked at the bark held up by Eisha. His eye-stalks retracted. 
"No, I don't think I can take hitsu, not after this " 

"But this sustains us," Eisha said. "Surely the seiki trees would not 
mind." 

"That's something we have to come to an understanding with them, 
sooner or later," Anagin said sagely. "You go on ahead." 

"I understand, Let the shikikan have them then," Eisha stated matter-of- 
factly, putting the bark on the ground, not taking any, but motioning the 
shikikans to approach. "This changed everything." 

"Of course, as has the weather too," Anagin pointed out. "For better or 
for worse." 

"For the better I say," Eisha asserted. 
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"Why do you say that? " 

"We've stopped a war. We have discovered sentient life above keikai, 
and have even traded with them. How can that be bad? " Eisha explained 
simply. "These are interesting times, and I think it would get even more 
interesting." 

"My sentiments exactly, Eisha," Anagin said, pushing himself towards 
the waters. 

"Indeed," Eisha echoed willingly, joining in the push back into foamy 
water. He let the warmth of the surf envelop him, just as his mate, Yuri's 
love had done. They're leaving of the shore was only temporary, for at 
exactly the same time the next day, the King, his Apprentice and the 
pardoned assassin returned. 

Three dishevelled but well recuperated keikai was already on the place 
where the Seiki tree was once firmly red. 

"Your majesty, Baron Doku at your service," he said. 

"Don't stand on ceremony," King Anagin said, which immediately 
gained the eyestalk straightness of respect from Doku. "I was never your 
king, but you have a reputation. And now, with reputation, you have an 
experience of encounter that few other keikai have." 

"The Kings that I had passed were one," Doku said. 

"As there will be more, increasing numbers," Anagin said. "I thought I 
was the first, but the first keikai to talk to the seiki or the flyers may have 
been you!" 

"Whatever," Doku said with no apparent disrespect. "We have a whole 
ocean of persuasion in front of us." 

"And you two," Anagin said, addressing Honki and Yayaki. "Do you 
want to return with u?" 

"Our roles in history are better served here, on the lands, as translators 
for these species," Yayaki said, mindful of the task again. 

"And you?" Anagin asked of Honki, who seemed embarrassed by the 
royal company and the total lack of ceremony. 

Honki remained silent, eyestalks darting from King to Apprentice to 
Apprentice's mate. Especially Yuki, who did have a more then passing 
resemblance to a keikayu that he had once sought, the reasons for his seeking 
all but now forgotten. 

And then, with a resolute blow of air, he said, "My place is here." 
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"Then let us not waste anything more time. Jobs await for us all back 
home," King Anagin said, retreating into the foamy sea. "That includes you, 
Academician." 

"Academician?" Eisha cried. 

"Yes, I have decided that you should be granted full status. Don't feel 
surprised, Eisha. You deserve it, that is obvious to see. We can leave the 
ceremony for later, before I step down formally." 

"This is going to be very irregular," Eisha cried, happily filing after 
King Anagin. 

"No more irregular than ice-flakes from the sky," Anagin exclaimed. 
"Or me pardoning my father's assassin." He plunged himself into the 
incoming surf, his blowhole expelling air. Once in, hind flippers extended, he 
pivoted around and addressed Eisha, "Let us proceed, Academician Eisha." 

"Yes, King Anagin! " Eisha cried, feeling the smooth, exhilarating surf 
upon his shell. It was indeed a joy to return back to the comfort of keikai, 
with Yuri by my side. She would bubble with joy, my mate. Eisha tucked in 
his eye-stalks and dived into the inviting warmth below. Finally we can 
settle down and have young ones. She would want them, insistent she has 
been so. And why should I refuse? 
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Epilogue 

"What about that Healer Honki?" The cries of the stripling keikai were loud 
in their harnesses. Above them, young Hivers flapped each other playfully. 

"What about the Healer Honki?" the large seiki tree flashed in verdant 
colours. "We don't know. But we do know his song. Some say that song still 
echoed in the depths of the abyss." 

"We know Honki's song, it's been sung forever and ever," the cries said 
again. 

"But some say that it was that day, on the communion of three species 
that he composed and sang his song," The Bybeyn replied. "Pleasure it 
would be for you to sing it for me." 

So they sang, 

"Want not destiny; 
Doing what destiny wants, 
Is Unmai's meaning." 
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Glossary 

Fayzhon words 

Age of Earth The current age in the history of the hivers, marked by the end 
of the Revolution which was 122 years ago. 

Age of Fire The second age in the history of the hivers, marked by the 
invention of steel blades. The Age of Fire lasted 275 years. 

Age of Water The first age in the history of the hivers, marked by the 
discovery of the Trillium Stone. The Age of water lasted 96 years. 

Baihe A small white bird with long black peak. 

Balwinhi A large herbivour with a front pouch. Its six limps are very long 
and flexible allowing it to swing its body across the branches as quickly 
as a hiver could fly which was about 140 mee/sechen. The hivers used it 
as a sort of pack animal. 

Blood Pass A mountain pass through the Old Queen, which was under the 
control of Senya. 

Blue Trillium A constellation that marked the south. It comprised of three 
blue stars set at each corner of an equilateral triangle. 

Bybeyn A carnivorous tree that only existed in the equatorial region. Its 
leaves fluttered in colours. 

Byrakin A white fungi found only in the northern areas. 

Capeborn The state south of the Old Queen and west of the Wise river 
which is under the control of pathfinders. 

Chuunin A tall plant found that many large sharp thorns on its stems. 

C'Keshueka Pronounced as Chong-ker-shue-kar. The post of the Chief 
Scientist in the Old Tongue. 

Clawpod A predator that dwelled in a river and preying on the larva stages 
of the Fayzhons. 

C'Sheni Pronounced as Chong-Ser-nee. The post of the chief commander in 
the Old Tongue. 

Cycle A measurement of time. 12 hatches made a cycle. 

C'Yishi Pronounced as Chong-Yee-She. The post of the chief healer in the 
Old Tongue. 

Dalu The entire land which the Fayzhon knew and transversed. 
Di'Fileeka Pronounced as Dee-Phi-Lee-Ka. A semi-sentient hive helper. 
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Di-J'Chure Pronounced as Dee-Jian-Chu-Re. A semi-sentient repair hiver. 
Di-Kuangka Pronounced as Dee-Kuang-Ka. A semi-sentient animal tender. 
Di-Longre Pronounced as Dee-Long-Re. A semi-sentient farmer. 
Empress The head of a hive before the Revolution. 

Fayzhon The adult form of the four-stage life cycle of the hivers. The 
renegades also called themselves Fayzhon. 

Federation A federation of eight hives in Dalu. 

Fen A measurement of time. 12 mias made a fen and 12 fens made a sechen 

Flash-Back An episode of involuntary recollection of some events in the 
larva stage. 

Giakynn A blue flying creature with black- tipped wings. 

Hatch A group of cocoons collected from the river bank. There is only one 
hatch a year. It can also be used as a measurement of time. 

Hatchling A hiver that was hatched from the same brood of cocoons. There 
is only one hatch a year per hive. 

Heaven Glory A type of scarlet gold flower. 

Hive A large structure where up to a million Fayzhons lived together. 
Usually served as the capital of the state. 

Hivelet A smaller structure where a few thousands Fayzhons lived together. 
Mainly used for farming. 

Hiver A fayzhon who lives in hives and hivelets unlike the renegade. 

Huayzheon A land carnivour, half the size of the Ianxan and is at the top of 
the food chain. 

Hyssop A yellow powder herb. 

Ianxan The largest land creature with tusks, which is about one kee in 
height and 12 myn in weight. Herbivourous in nature and moved in 
herd. 

Iixis Pronounced as Yee-Sish. A full sentient singer and player of Tiqen as 
spoken in the Old Tongue. 

Ivian A poisonous fern. Its poison can be extracted to coat on the tip of a 
dart. 

Jiway A scarlet flower found in temperate climate. 

Jonthar A northern state surrounded by two mountain ranges and thus was 
virtually isolated from the rest of the world. 
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Kama she The ritual act of committing suicide by a dishonoured yongshei. 
Kar A type of tea normally drank by hivers. 

K'Chense Pronounced as Go-Kon-Chen-se. A full sentient architect as 
spoken in Old Tongue. 

Keshueka Pronounced as Ker-Shue-Kar. A full sentient scientist as spoken 
in Old Tongue. 

Kow A show of military respect by Yongshei. 

Kowklin A show of great deference and respect expressed by hivers for 
Empress. 

Landshakcr The triad that was newly formed in Senya after the catalysm. 

Lobom A type of plant with orange roots which is edible. 

Lotayn Leader of LandShaker section one. 

Mianin A type of tropical tree with edible seeds. 

Mia A measurement of time. 12 pis made a mia. 

Moon A measurement of time. 12 moons made a hatch. 

Mymym grass A common tropical grass with short blades that is very 
resilient and hardy. 

Mystic Sea The southern sea which the Wise River met. 

Nankee A northern state controlled by TruthSeekers. 

Nyan A male adult Fayzhon. 

Nyuu A female adult Fayzhon. 

Old Queen The long mountain range that divided the continent into 
northern and southern part. 

Old Tongue The language, which the hivers spoke before the Age of Fire. 

Ookii A shelled marine mammals that chewed the barks of the Bybeyn and 
Sanjan trees 

Ookun A larger cousin of the Ookii. 

Patrol A patrol consists of 12 sections. 

Pathfinder A term that refers to all the believers of the Trillium Stones. 
Peiki Station An abandoned relay station north of Wor Senya. 
Pi A measurement of time, which is about 3.14 seconds. 12 pis made a fen. 
Queen A term of address for the female life-partner for a nyan hiver. 
Raxern An avian scavenger with distinctive red peak. 
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Renegades Groups of Fayzhon who did not live in hive or hivelet. 

San j an A carnivorous tree that existed in the temperate region. Its foliages 
could not change colours like the Bybeyn. 

Sargoth A state north of the Old Queen which was controlled by the White 
Pathfinders. 

Sechen A measurement of time. Twelve fens made a sechen and twelve 
sechens made a day. The twelve markings of time to mark the day are 
Sechen of DawnRain, HiveGlory. FireAscend, HighSun, FullHeat, 
RelentGlow, LastLight, SummerDusk, WildDance, HighMoon, 
GoodHarvest, WhiteSilence. 

Section A section consists of 12 Yongsheis. 

Senya A democratic state south of the Old Queen and on the eastern side of 
the Wise River. 

Sentience Ratio The ratio of full-sentient hivers to semi-sentient hivers of a 
hive. 

S'Hai A scientific science outpost east of Wor Senya. 

Sky Pass A pass through the Old Queen which was partially blocked. 

Songwood A type of hardwood found in the tropical forest of Dalu. 

SunRoamer The elite guard of the C'Sheni of Senya. 

Suuzhon A small mammal that fed on worms. 

Tatia Pronounced as Ta-Tia. A full sentient smith as spoken in Old Tongue. 

The Revolution An armed uprising against the Empress and monachy. 
Democracy became the new form of government. 

Tiqen A string instrument played by the hivers. It has one major and one 
minor board, with six strings on each side of the board. 

Triad A triad consists of 12 patrols. The word can also refer to the God of 
War for the pathfinders. 

Triad Cycle A constellation that marked the north. It comprised of three 
white stars in a roughly triangular shape. 

Triad Link A sky bridge that linked the two banks of the Wise River. 

Trillium The pathfinders believed she was the Goddess who Guides. 

Trillium Bridge The second sky bridge to the south of Triad Link. 

Trillium Pathfinder (Blue) A hiver who believed in the message on the 
Trillium Stones and interpreted that innocence could be found by 
traveling south across the Mystic Sea. 
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Trillium Pathfinder (Red) A hiver who believed that the old royal system 
of governing was the path back to innocence. 

Trillium Pathfinder (White) A hiver who believed in the message on the 
Trillium Stones and interpreted that innocence would be returned if they 
de-evolved back to non-sentient animal. 

Trillium Stones A set of three stone blocks located in Capeborn that scribed 
words in the Old Tongue. The building of the Trillium Stone marked 
the transition between the Age of Water and the Age of Fire. 

TruthSeeker A hiver who did not believe in the Trillium Stone's message. 
The TruthSeeker seeks truth through science. 

Uubeao The neutral state of the hiver's throat sac - green and unbloated. 

Waykey A form of chess played by the hivers. 

Wenyuan An administrator in a hive. 

Wind Pass A pass through the Old Queen that was blocked because of the 
comet strike. The pass was once under the control of Capeborn. 

WindRacer A triad that composed of entirely nyuu Yongshei. 

Wise River A river that served as the natural border between Capeborn and 
Senya. Senya hivers laid their eggs and collected their cocoons along 
the Wise river on both sides of the bank. 

Wor The main hive of a country. 

Worker A general name for semi- sentient hiver. 

Yaohuu A large carnivour with two sets of sharp claws. 

Yindezhon A glow worm whose essence can be used in biolum lamp. 

Yishi Pronounced as Yee-She. A healer in the Old Tongue. 

Yongshei Pronounced as Yong-Shea. A full sentient warrior in the Old 
Tongue. 

Y'Yuan Pronounced as Ye-Yuan. A healing centre in the Old Tongue. 

Z'Don Pronounced as Ze-Don. The leader post of a state in the Old Tongue. 

Zhenjin A herbal extract which has the effect of calming the nerves. Large 
dosage can also be used as sleeping drug. 

Zheyar A white avian with three green stripes on its wings. 

Zhitong A herb for anesthesia. 

Zhold A unit of time measurement. 12 days made a zhold. 
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Zhon The state of non-sentiency when the hiver was in their second stage of 
their live cycle. It is also the name for the dreaded state when hivers 
lost their sentience. 

Zhumu A tall plant found in tropical areas, with hard, hollow, jointed stems, 
and of which some parts can be eaten when young. It can also be made 
into a training blade. 

Keikain words 

Cekhi A sticky goo used as lubrication for keikain machines. Harvested from 
the nikru and nekru of dahaogu. 

Emitsei Beloved teacher. A formal term of respect or title. 

Echoate Loving apprentice. A formal term of respect or title. 

Dahaogu A type of sessile, tentacled marine animal. Harvested for food. 

Dendetsu Electrified border driftnets. 

Girigho A big keiooki, rare and seldom seen in the tropics. Also refers to the 
massive herd creatures of the lands. 

Hitsu Bark of the seiki tree, a food that keikains cannot do without. 

Keikai The name of the world/oceans. 

Keikain Their name for themselves, also their males. 

Keiooki Beast of burden, genetic cousins of the keikains. 

Kihon Microscopic krill-like food, present in the oceans. 

Hikliriki A musical instrument pipe played by the nomads. 

Hikonkii Communal pilgrimage to the holy land, to eat hitsu and to mate 

Kotuna Undersea carriage/wagon pulled by the kreeqa. 

Naghukla An undersea plant. 

Nikru/Nekru Sticky bodily fluids containing lots of protein. 
Nigekla Tall and thin grass, found near marshes. 

Nokin Sexual organ. Anatomically similar for both keikain and keikayu. 
Nukhaki Unit of money. 

Shikan Keikain unit of measure of time, like 'hour'. 

Shikikan Elite soldier of the king's guard. 

Shisan Keikain mode of execution by plugging up the blowhole. 

Tugracao The keikain term for the Fayzhon. 

Tokek Keikain filter teeth for eating hitsu 
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Cast of Characters 



In Dalu 

Aoirey Commander of the WindRacers. 
Aotar Commander of the HillStormers. 
Boitum The minister of trade of Senya. 
Buidorb The acting minister of trade of Senya. 
Borhein A chemist of Senya. %redling 
Canonn The TruthSeeker Speaker in Capeborn. 
Centimar A WindRacer. 

Chowkay Leader of a trade caravan from Sargoth. 
Chynyn The C'Yishi of Wor Senya. 

Conare An one-eye scientist in Senya. Best friend of Dukryn. 

Dartrim A young white lordling from Sargoth. 

Deslin A young nyuu healer, fellow hatchling of Deymayn. 

Deymayn A young nyan Yongshei also the commander of the Landshakers. 

Diawyn A young nyuu Yongshei, fellow hatchling of Deymayn, deputy 
commander of the WindRacers. 

Dorayn A young nyuu healer, fellow hatchling of Deymayn. 

Dukryn A young nyan scientist, fellow hatchling of Deymayn. 

Edberg Section one leader of the SunRoamers. 

Faywon A biologist of Senya. 

Fven The resident Yishi of Sky Port. 

Geenar Queen of Xayken. %Red Empress 

Gekmann Section one leader of StoneBlocker triad. 

Gohul A keshueka in S'Hai station who researched on the extraction of 

Ianxan's sexual pheromones. 

Gorewen Section three leader of the LandShakers. 

Hokylon An apprentice of Dukryn in S'Hai. 

Horen Deputy commander of the WindStormer in Capeborn. 

Kinthem Minister of Information of Senya. 

Krehan Section two leader of StoneBlocker triad. 
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Kuboto The secretary of Kinthem. 
Larreak A SunRoamer in Edberg's section. 
Larwain Leader of Landshaker section two. 

Leejyn Acting deputy commander of WindRacer, formerly leader of patrol 
one. 

Leenben The administrator of S'Hai station. 

Lotayn Section one leader of the LandShakers. 

Larwain Section two leader of the LandShakers. 

Materon Commander of the WindStormer triad in Capeborn. 

Mynin Secretary of Xayken. 

Ninhu An old renegade blade master. 

Oreth The first democratic President of Senya. 

Orewyn An apprentice of Dukryn in S'Hai. 

Paguilo Section two leader of the SunRoamers 

Panijun A Keshueka who researched on the fossil shell of Ookun. 

Parkuan A Two-Blade SunRoamer. 

Pealonn Commander of SkyReaper Triad in Capeborn. 

Penred A One-Blade SunRoamer under the Edberg's section. 

Pileen The acting patrol one leader of the WindRacer triad %Redling 

Porhenen A resident Yishi of S'Hai station. 

Raisyn The C'Sheni of Senya, commander of the SunRoamers. %Red Lord 

Ratarii Commander of the SkyRiders in Senya. 

Reekon Commander of the ShadowKillers. 

Rootyn Commander of the MountainDancers in Senya. 

Ruesyn Commander of the DeathRiders. %Red Lordling 

Runedinn White Lord of Capeborn. 

Saikun Supervisor of a team of semi-sentient harvesters. 

Sayoren Commander of the StreamSliders in Senya. 

Tenmen The C'Sheni of Capeborn. 

TzeWam Chief Patrol Leader of the Renegades. 

Vaylynn A yishi's apprentice. 
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Xareton Commander of the BloodGuards, fellow hatchling of Xayken and 
Xiimen. 

Xavyn A semi-sentient fellow hatchling of Xayken. 
Xayken The Z'Don of Senya. 
Xiimen The C'Keshueka of Senya. 

Wortheyn The minister of science of Senya who died during the quakes 
Yaneng The Blue Lord of Capeborn. 
Yogujong A hiver mathematician in Senya. 
Yuetar Commander of the StoneBlockers in Senya. 

In Keikai 

Aulerka A prophet of legend. Said to have founded the academy, and forged 
the clans together. No complete record of him ever exists, and only his 
songs as recorded by his disciple, Haceliga. 

Haceliga Aulerka's apprentice and disciple. 
Diamond Clan 

Aklikko Founder of the Aklikko Dynasty, when kreean technology flowered. 

Anagin Prince, son of Yashi, Chief Biologist of the academy. 

Eisha Apprentice to Anagin, mate of Yuri. 

Ginouko House of Aklikko Dynasty, has borders to holy land. 

Gitogho House of King Yashi. 

Hihouri Member of the Academy, circulation engineer. 

Keenlaka General of Yashi' s army. 

Kekrata Hiklahi's tutor, during his stripling days. 

Konlatru Pumpmaster, member of the Academy. 

Kunlo Magma-engineer, member of the Academy. 

Nurata Minister of Intelligence. 

Nutakhi Mathematician, member of the Academy. 

Tihige Member of the Academy. 

Yashi King, father of Anagin, aka Yashi Konkouseki. 

Yunuiga First concubine of King Yashi's harem. 

Yunaiko Youngest concubine of King Yashi's harem. 
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Yuri Mate of Eisha. 



Six-Star Clan 

Gacikli A House of the Clan. 

Gitakla A House of the Clan. 

Doku Baron, of House Gacikli. 

Shinlak Baron, of house Regekhi. 

Konlagu Soldier of the Blessed Six-Star Army. 

Raklaka Intelligence officer of the Blessed Six-Star Army. 

Rigenla General of the Blessed Six-Star Army. 

Shinogu King. 

Hard-Circle Clan 
Heighalu Stripling son of Yukriku. 
Heigotlu Minister of King Henka's court. 
Henka King. 

Hireigli Senior keiooki-master of the court of King Henka. 

Honki Healer, stripling-lover of Yunaha. 

Jigokha A prodmaster of the Imperial Hard-Circle Army. 

Linoka House, of Honki, Hireigli and Yukriku. 

Lukrokku House, where Henka descended from. 

Meghari Minister of Henka's court. 

Koneica A farmer. 

Kraheiga A wealthy trader. 

Makleigo Slave-master. 

Yunaha Orphan, stripling-lover of Hanaoka. 

Yukriku Cousin of Hireigli. 

Yurikou Koneica's mate. 

Escapees from Hard-Circle prison 

Hihoula A Hard-Circle keikain. 
Honeta A Hard-Circle keikain. 
Honki Healer of the Hard-Circle clan. 
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Klokev A Hard-Circle keikain. 

Lunya A keikayu nomad, sister of Tanglaa and Tanklii 

Otaro A nomad, brother of Otahi. 

Otahi A nomad, brother of Otaro. 

Rarakara A Hard-Circle keikain, also known as 'Ra' 

Tanglaa A nomad, brother of Tanklii and Lunya. 

Tanklii A nomad, brother of Tanglaa and Lunya. 

Yayaki A nomad prisoner that started the riot. 

Shikikan Squad Nine-Star 

Katanla 

Kolotra 

Kotrou 

Neheigu 

Yukliha chief (Six-Star Clan) 
Yuneigha 

Yutroilo chief (Hard-Circle Clan) 
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